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	1. Prelude The Artifact in the Ice

**Prologue: The Artifact in the Ice **

"_Conquered we rise, conquers they fall"- unknown UNSC ship captain upon witnessing the destruction of High Charity _

**May 21 2650, 4****th**** R&D Fleet en route to Shanxi system space.**

Captain Marcus McHenery of the 4th research and development fleet was not having a good day. Hell he wasn't having a good week. 6 days ago he and his entire fleet were called to investigate some sort of anomaly in one of the ice moons on the far reaches of the Shanxi system. Hell if he knew what was going on the brass was very tight lipped about it all saying only, "It's a matter of UNSC security". Sure… matter of paramount security, why did they send such a relatively small fleet then? He could only assume it was one of those Forerunner installations that the geniuses in the science boats salivated over. Granted he wasn't about to complain if they were going to find an untouched installation, lord knew the breakthroughs brought about by those enigmatic Forerunners catapulted the UNSC forward centuries. And if what some of the uppities said was true then they had only scratched the tip of the iceberg.

Hell his own fleet consisting of 2 Halcyon light Cruisers, 6 Charon class Frigates and his own flagship the newly designated Dreadnaught Capital Ship greatly benefited from the discoveries. Each ship along with the standard armament of Archer Missile pods, MAC mains guns, and such other standard UNSC equipment were slowly being replaced by the Forerunner tech. For example the new point defense system. Originally utilizing Spartan laser technology the old point defense system was replaced by the hard light laser system. The hard light system had twice the power and a fraction of the cost in energy of the Spartan lasers. Of course the MK3 plasma launcher system wasn't that new of a breakthrough, being utilized since a few years after the end of the Human-Covenant war, they were still damn impressive. Able to pass through and annihilate everything but the thickest and strongest armor the MK3 plasma launcher systems were frightening to behold. The only armor known to withstand multiple direct hits from the system were again, of Forerunner design the new alloys were in a word, amazing. Half the weight of the thick titanium armor of the old UNSC ships and nearly three times as strong it was being mass produced as quickly as possible and fleets new and old were all being refitted with the armor. But the thing that put the real icing on the cake was the DEMs. These babies were almost as strong as the super MACs on capital ships like the UNSC Infinity class, and unlike the MACs they didn't take up a massive portion of the ship. The only downside to the DEMs was the massive energy cost and recharging time. It took up to 2 full minutes to recharge to full power, 4x that of the new standard MACs and 2x that of super MACs. Still research was under way to minimize this cost and the ability to punch through or overload energy shields was a massive boon for any ship and an effort to have at least one installed on every ship produced was underway. All said and done he and pretty much every other naval officer were pretty close to taking a page out of the old Covenant and worshiping the Forerunners as intellectual gods.

Still even all this couldn't prevent his irritated mood at the brass and ONI from ripping him and his crews from shore leave. Mostly he was annoyed about having to leave Reach before the newest version of energy shielding, E shields MK5, were emplaced on his vessels. Those pretty much guaranteed, along with the new FTL slipspace drive that if his fleet was ambushed by covi loyalists he would have enough time to plot an FTL jump and escape. Still it wasn't like the old shields were incapable but like any good military man Marcus liked to hold as many cards as possible. His crews were special to him and if any of them were to die due to lack of technology he was pretty sure heads would roll over at Highcom… okay that may be a slight overreaction. Still the sight of looking over his crew in the bridge was enough to fill him with pride and dispel his foul mood.

The UNSC didn't only advance technologically since the end of the Great War; they also made great strides culturally. About 5 years after the Great War officially ended the separatist faction made it clear that the thrice damned Prophets and their brute and Kig Yar slaves would never again hold power talks began to be held about what the two factions would do politically. To the separatists the humans were the heirs to the mantle of godhood they had worshiped for millennium and beyond that the humans had garnered much respect in their ability to hold out for so long against their mighty hegemony. But on the human side there were two main camps; xenophobic radicals that called for complete isolation from the former covenant and those who held a more rational and forward thinking view of co-existence. Those camps held firm when the separatists came to the UEG senate and requested the assimilation of their two governments and peoples, including all the navies and other military structures that came along with it. The xenophobic side was horrified by the prospect not to mention quite a few government officials in the UEG who worried over the possibility of loss of power and influence. Those officials pushed the vote to the favor of the xenophobic side and for 3 years it was the same situation; the separatists would ask for assimilation and the prospect was voted against. Finally in the 3rd year of this a compromise was made. The separatists would be assimilated into the governments under the conditions that for 2 decades they could hold no major government post that did not pertain to their own species, also in all of their fleets human made AIs were installed that made it if the separatists ever rebelled against the human they would do so without a fleet. This said they were allowed to keep their fleets and their armies while retaining the same government as well. In essence they were made a client state of the UEG for two decades.

The Xenophobes cringed and rejected this with every fiber of their being but the compromise put the moderates on the side of those for assimilation and the motion carried. The assimilation began immediately and the vast majority of the public were content with the situation. After being told of the massive sacrifices the separatists went through to maintain independence from the old covenant made them well enough liked by the people accept for hard core radicals. Those sacrifices and the assistance of several UNSC fleets against the old covenant pretty much dispelled any major dissent over the assimilation. In fact many looked forward to the exchanging of culture, lifestyles and technology that would take place. This kept in mind the first three joint colonies were flooded with civilians from both sides, and soon 10 more colonies were planned to ease the growing demand. Now nearly 70 years later there were over 50 joint colonies new and old. Almost immediately after the twenty year client stage ended the 4 races of the separatists the Sanngheli, the Unggoy, the Mgalekgolo, and even a few sentient machine Huragoks found themselves in positions of power throughout the UEG. This and the wildly different cultures of the new species prompted a name and government change. Thus the New Species Alliance was born or NSA. Several rather historically minded humans made the rather loose name connection to a rather shady intelligence agency of old America. The NSA follow the same guidelines of the old UEG two branches of legislature and executive office who could hold only two terms of five years and a judicial branch. The only major change is the representation of the new races, also the UNSC pretty much still operated outside of most government they only answered to the top three houses of government.

His thoughts straying back to military matters Marcus turned his attention back to the crew steadfastly working in the bridge. The crew itself was a testament to the great strides the NSA has made, humans and Sanngheli officers working side by side supplemented by Unggoy weapon experts and navigators. That last part had come to a great shock to the UNSC, while there was no doubt zero racism towards the Unggoy within most crews of the UNSC many did wonder what true value they could be for the UNSC. The brass and marines always viewed the diminutive methane breathers as being used only as cannon fodder by the Covenant, and for the most part they were right. However many Unggoy it seems were well versed in the use and maintain of heavy weapons not only on the ground but weapon systems aboard almost all ships. Also they were apparently the chief navigators for the covenant as they showed an uncanny ability to plot near perfect slipspace runs. All this taken account the old covenant still aggressively dominated the Unggoy because of their diminutive stature and reliance on their re-breathers. It seemed after years of oppression the Unggoy had finally had enough. The news of their precious religion being a lie was the last straw on the camel's back and they violently revolted against the brutes and prophets. Supported by the Sanngheli and Mgalekgolo they freed their home world and several other methane based colonies firmly planting abandonment from the covenant.

Captain McHenery was finally ripped from his musings by the same Unggoy navigator he was considering. "10 minutes until we arrive in the Shanxi system captain", the navigator announced. Thank God. Marcus was never one for slipspace; the never ending odd grey white plane filled him with unease.

"Good, send a message fleet wide telling them to head directly towards the ice moon". The comms officer nodded curtly and went about sending his message. 10 minutes later in Shanxi space several slip space ruptures opened and spat out the large blocky vessels that designated the UNSC. After a few more minutes the ships were stopped in front of the ice moon where the anomaly originated.

Surveying the moon for several minutes Captain McHenery got more and more uneasy. There wasn't anything there nothing at all to denote the sending of the 4th R&D fleet. Finished with his survey and wanting answers he moved his hand to the communications system installed within his chair. "Head scientist Shimazu report to the bridge right away", intoned the captain to the small speaker. "Are you detecting anything Lee?" McHenery asked as a small figure dressed in a grey 19 century military dress appeared on the holopad near the captain.

"Yes sir", replied the ships onboard AI in a refined southern USA accent, "But I would rather have Ms. Shimazu here when I explain it". Marcus always wondered why the AI chose to appear and sound like the rather famous general who fought against the Union in the American civil war. Lee always replied he had a great respect for the man who fought for his people and his beliefs. He vehemently agreed those beliefs were wrong but still he liked the general's character and thought he was a very talented military mind. Soon enough the sound of high heels against the metal of the ship could be heard coming closer to the bridge. The main door shot open to admit a rather frazzled looking middle aged Asian human with shoulder length black hair dark brown almost black eyes and almost unnoticeable wrinkles beginning to form on her forehead.

"You wanted me aboard the bridge sir?" said Narina.

"Yes as you can see we have arrived at the moon where the anomaly supposedly came from, said McHenery slowly, "The only problem is there's nothing there. Not a single thing that would send Highcom and ONI into such a tizzy." Taking in his words Narina looked out the bridge's windows towards the small moon, after a much faster scan than the captain's she realized the truth to his words. A small frown grew on her face as the wrinkles on her forehead grew slightly more prominent.

"As I said I believe I can answer this problem", Lee said as he interrupted Narina and the Captain from their private musings. They said nothing simply looking at Lee as to say "Go on, tell us". "The problem can be easily explained, the anomaly is not coming from the moon's surface but within it", Lee revealed. The look of both shock and embarrassment was evident on both of their faces as they regarded the simple hypothesis they forgot to check.

"Well, have you determined the source of the anomaly?" asked Captain McHenery finally.

"Ahh yes, and this is the rather hard part while most ice moons are formed around large asteroids that accumulated water over slow periods of time the center of this moon is massive forked shaped object made of metal", Lee explained to the two.

"So why the anomaly, is it a forerunner installation?" Narina asked barely containing the glee in her voice.

After taking some time to consider this (1.5 seconds) Lee stated, "I'm not quite sure, the metal is unlike anything I have ever encountered, akin the Forerunner alloys in some ways. But that's not the interesting part", he continued. "The anomaly that was detected was a small surge of dark matter", he stated finally. "Not dangerous amounts to be sure but enough to alert the colony of something amiss"

The look on Captain Marcus' face grew grim; he knew the dangers of dark energy rather well. 'Bastards' thought Marcus, 'they didn't even warn us, heads are gonna roll in ONI and Highcom whether anyone is hurt or not'. "Is it a weapon of some kind?" asked Marcus as his mind strayed to the Halo installations.

"Without complete scans I cannot be sure", replied Lee "However preliminary scans seems to indicate that the dark matter is meant to be contained within to massive rings between the two prongs of the fork. What purpose this serves I can only guess at, but unless some species discovered how to harness the power of dark matter directly it is not a weapon", Lee proclaimed with an air of confidence.

While Captain McHenery mulled this over Narina spoke up again. "Is there any way we could safely get to the device?"

"Without damage? No other than slowly melting the ice away with the hard light systems at low levels, which would take days to do there is no way to get through the ice", answered an Unggoy weapons specialist sitting close by.

"Do we have that kind of time?" Asked Narina.

Captain McHenery chose this moment to speak up again. "No we don't for whatever reason Highcom was very adamant about this being done very quickly. Don't ask me why I didn't ask to be sent from shore leave".

"Actually I have an idea", Lee interjected. "During my scans I noticed a sort of computer interface, I accessed it and while it is very foreign to me I discovered that it could very easily be remotely activated. Once activated it seems to generate enough heat to melt the center of the Ice moon causing the outlying ice to simply breakaway"

"Did the interface tell you what this thing does?" asked Marcus and Narina near simultaneously. They both looked at each other with thinly veiled amusement etched on their faces.

"Yes while most of the data was in a bizarre foreign language some was in a form of binary, it was a rather small amount of data but from what I can tell it seems to be some form of FTL not utilizing Slipspace!" Lee finished with an excited edge to his voice.

"If you're right we need to get to this device right now, before the loyalists even get a whiff of a rumor", Captain McHenery said quickly also looking and sounding excited over the prospect.

"So is that clearance to activate the device?" Fired Lee away very quickly

"Yes, wait for my mark I'm going to send a message to the rest of the fleet to get to a safe distance", answered Captain McHenery. About a minute later, "Mark".

Lee nodded to the captain as he turned inwards and sent a tendril of his "conscience" towards the interface. After several milliseconds of going through different data he discovered the triggering sequence. 'Odd', he thought, 'it's so easy to activate this thing it's almost like it wants to be activated' shrugging away that train of thought lee activated the triggering program and returned to his AI memory chip in the UNSC _To the Future, _the fleets flagship. He and the rest of the fleet watched with fascination as the mechanism made itself know. The moon slowly began to shake the quiver then slowly crack small depressions of ice sunk lower, and then almost spontaneously the moon lost all structure and gravity and simply fell apart large drifts of ice slow expanding away from the massive metal structure. The structure itself immediately dismissed any ideas of Forerunner creation. While the metal was slightly similar the design itself was not like Forerunner design at all, it was oddly reminiscent of the covenant with its smooth aquatic lines and blue accents. Within the prongs of the fork two massive rings spun around a ball of what appeared to be pure dark energy somehow containing it and giving it form. It gave off an eerie blue light that was like nothing any of the crews had ever seen, Or anything in any of the databases.

**Turian 33****rd**** Patrol Fleet patrolling around Croton system space.**

Commander Torentus Ionelus was having a rather boring day in the void of space that made up nearly all the galaxy. It had been 3 months since the last shore leave and he and the rest of his crew were looking forward for the week to be over and being able to return to the colony. He wasn't a bad Turian by any means he knew his duty and so did his crew and they were as usual and expected performing with an air of professionalism and ease that would put any other race to shame. Yet despite this patrolling this far from Batarian and Terminus space was notoriously dull work and he'd been doing this endless drifting for three months thus his boredom.

All of this was dispelled as soon as he heard the voice of his XO. "Sir the primary relay in this system, it has gone active!" The XO nearly screeched.

Commander Ionelus paused for only a second before replying, "Send a message to the colony and tell them to warn the hierarchy it could be nothing, but it also could be everything". The XO nodded then headed to the comms officer to issue the order. The entire crew knew the dangers of opening a mass relay without the knowledge of where it lead, especially primary relays that could theoretically link to dozens of secondary relays. There could be a race as war loving as the Krogan or as peaceful as the Hanar you just didn't know despite this he smiled and nodded to himself. Perhaps today won't be so boring after all.


	2. Chapter 1 the plot thickens

Chapter 1, the plot thickens!

**May 14 2650, Arcturus Station, UNSC Headquarters.**

For nearly all of known history Earth, the home world, has been the beating heart of man. The great capital of nearly everything imaginable; it could be home to the greatest scoundrel or the most enlightened scholar. It was the center of everything that man created and was the crown jewel, even during the attacks by the Covenant Earth stood proud and defiant as her people defied extinction. Most importantly to the old Covenant Earth was the head of the serpent of the UNSC, Reach may have been the arms holding the swords and the shields but Earth was the head. Highcom, ONI the UEG government all was on Earth and if Earth could be snuffed out, the great jewel crushed, than man too would be destroyed.

Now however almost a century since the end of the Great War Earth was rebuilt, her proud and glittering mega cities rebuilt taller and larger, her navies rebuilt and redefined her sword and shield; Reach was reclaimed. One part however did not return. After the assimilation of the 5 species Human, Sangheili, Unggoy, Mgalekgolo, Huragok, a new capital needed to be built. This capital would be the heart and the head of all species in the alliance; it would be the ultimate display of friendship and power. A reminder to the rest of the galaxy how far the NSA had come. Thus Arcturus Keep was born. Construction began in 2583 in a neutral zone of space near the gas giant dubbed Themis the space station was coordinated and built between a collaboration of Sangheili and Human experts and quickly assembled by tens of thousands of Huragoks. Planned to be twice as large as the colossal high charity it took near 3 decades just to finish half of the Keep. Now 50 years since then the Keep is all but complete, holding the entirety of the NSA parliament and Executive office it is the most heavily defended station in NSA space, rivaling the defense of Earth and Sanghelios combined. Throughout the Keep the fruits of Human and separatist covenant assimilation can be seen, the architecture itself is an odd combination of the flowing aquatic lines of the covenant and the blocky utilitarian design of the UNSC. It retained the original main mushroom mega structure of the old High Charity but it also branched out into to massive wards that thrust out to the far reaches of the void. Home now to over 30 million organic life forms and many more synthetic constructs it is unrivaled in prestige and authority. To live in the upper wards of Arcturus designates wealth and authority. Now in the highest ring of the wards within the cap of the mushroom structure reside some of the most powerful officials within the UNSC.

A small nondescript building among the several hundred skyscrapers that make up the ward is about to host the most important meeting in UNSC history since the formation of the NSA. A small office room of dark pine wood floors and paneling, with a massive mahogany table taking up most of the room sat the generals, Admirals and chief executives of all species. They were about to decide the fate of the galaxy.

At the head of the table furthest from the large double doors that make up the only entrance to the room sits a man by all accounts should have withered and died long ago. His name: High Admiral Lord Terence Hood.

"Sir the last of the generals from Sanghelios have arrived", states a young nervous looking secretary.

"Good, get everyone else out of here Jim", commands Hood in the same strong but firm voice that had kept the UNSC from near destruction dozens of times. The aide nods his head and goes about clearing the room of anyone above admiral or general, the exception being two massively armored Spartan V's standing guard flanking the door.

"Generals, admirals please take a seat so we can start this meeting", Hood further commands the delegation. "Now you may be wondering why you have all been called away from your fleets or armies", Hood begins with an apprehensive air. "While I am not qualified to explain everything to you I can assure you this; in the next few hours the fate of the entire galaxy will be decided". All look to Hood with dark looks on their faces, the last time that was stated a Forerunner research station was found completely overrun by flood. The scientists that discovered the station not knowing what the flood was nearly doomed the entire NSA to a flood outbreak. "To fully enlighten you on the situation we are dealing with I would draw your attention to Director Jack Harper of the Galactic Security Agency", Hood Introduces Harper.

A Caucasian human with short finely groomed jet black hair, bright almost glowing blue eyes, and dressed in an expensive looking suit stood up to address the room. He seemed to move with an uneasy grace that seemed like it took years to practice even though he was clearly very young. When he spoke he did so with such a smooth and commanding voice you could almost confuse him for a high ranking Admiral who'd commanded in the navy for many years.

"As High Admiral Hood said we face a matter of upmost delicacy and danger", Harper said as his impressive blue eyes swept across the room. "For years we have been content in our belief that our government and the tattered remnants of the old covenant were the only spacefaring civilizations in the galaxy. I am here to tell you that that assumption is wrong". After Harper finished speaking there was a few moments of deathly silence, the officers and officials all looking liked they'd been hit over the head with a gravity hammer. Then all hell broke loose.

"Where the hell did you get this information?!" One Sangheili Admiral roared.

"How can we now it's accurate?!" Screamed another.

"I'll become a prophet of the old covenant before I believe anything you spooks say!" Trumpeted a rather grizzled looking Human Admiral.

The room then proceeded to descend into further states of chaos as officers and officials from different species began to roar at each other about how this is just a plot to grant one of them emergency powers. Another thing that the UNSC retained from the assimilation is the granting of emergency dictator like powers to the military in a time of war. Such powers would make the High Admiral selected by the senate have near unlimited power; such dictators could order the destruction of an entire race if necessary. Luckily the rest of the High Admirals had the power to impeach such a ruthless warlord and replace him or her with one of their own.

Such was the room descending into something that could quickly become a brawl, the only people quietly sitting, (or in the case of the two Spartans standing), were Lord Hood and Director Harper with an oddly happy grin on his face as he looked around at his handy work. Lord Hood on the other hand looked like he might explode.

"ENOUGH!" Hood finally exploded. All heads swiveled to his direction, several Unggoy admirals were hastily let down and more than a few humans were dropped from the clutches of several Sangheili. It took a lot to anger High Admiral Hood these days but the sight of his charges, the entirety of the room save the Spartans, descend into chaos made his blood boil. "You are the best and the brightest in the Entirety of the NSA! You are all here because you have shown great aptitude, ingenuity and skill in the face of danger! You have all stared down the face of death at one point or another and if I hear so much as a raised voice from anyone else in this room I swear to all that is holy you will be court martialed and made a cook!" Hood finished his tirade with a huff. "And Director Harper you will contain your theatrics or I will personally see you expelled from ONI! Is that clear?"

"Yes High Admiral", came the immediate dutiful response from the entire room.

"Good, now Director I believe you give an explanation to all this, preferably without theatrics".

"Of course sir, now as I have said we are not the sole space faring civilization anymore. ONI has had this information for little over a decade now and it has been decided that it is time to act. We are not here to validate this claim, as I can assure you it's correct, we are here to decide what we will do with this new civilization", Harper announced with a slightly subdued tone to his voice now. "Now Cerberus can you please bring up a map of the galaxy for us?"

"Yes sir", said the GSA smart AI Cerberus as the map of the entire galaxy flickered on above the center of the table from small almost unnoticeable hologram projectors.

"Now then I am going to explain to you why it is paramount we deal with this government as soon as possible. First I'd show you all our territory. Large swaths of the map became tinted a deep crimson red. "Next color all non-colonized and unmapped space grey". The rest of the map became light depressing grey. "Finally I'd like to show you the rest what this new government's territory looks like". At this large circles of deep blue popped up separated by each other by seas of grey.

"It looks like Swiss cheese", remarked a Human Admiral, "Who in their right mind would colonize like this? You can't possible defend all of that well enough. And besides the rest of the space might not all be garden worlds but I'm sure there's at least some value to it".

"Ah yes and that brings me to my next point", Harper began, "As I have said ONI has been observing this Civilization for some time this apparent Citadel Council is very restricted technologically. They base all of their technology on the theory of the mass effect, a form of FTL by which the mass of an object or ship is altered to allow it to travel at FTL speeds. That said we have never developed this tech as it utilizes dark energy and as I stated before it severely limits technological advancement. They however jumped on the mass effect bandwagon as remnants of another ancient race, the Protheans, allowed very easy reverse engineering", Harper stated as if he was almost reading from a text book.

"Another reason we have not touched this tech is because it utilizes a very dangerous, very unstable element: element zero. This element is the crux in almost all their technology as it powers their FTL drives, weapon systems and shield technology. This makes it very easy to build or maintain systems but utterly destroys any innovation in either different tech or power taxing systems. Now to answer why their territory looks like it does I need to bring you up to speed on another little piece of tech: the mass relays. These little babies have by all estimates existed for near uncountable amount of time, definitely predating the Forerunners by millions of years", Harper continued in his now bored sounding voice.

A hologram of the device incased in what looked like an ice moon appeared. "These relays allow near instantaneous travel between thousands of light-years. Now you may be asking yourself, if these relays allow such fast travel why does their territory look so..." Harper paused looking for the right word, "looks so incomplete. You see these relays work in pairs and because of that the area in between dubbed 'relay dead zones' is uncolonizable by their governments". A new map appears listing all known relay locations; none of them were in NSA territory. "Because of this if we were to continue as we were our governments may not have contact for the next several centuries. That is if we didn't just discovery a relay within our own borders", Harper then gestures to the hologram above the table. "This relay was found on the outskirts of Shanxi space nearly 20 years ago, before the idea of the colony even existed".

"And why has this machine not been recovered yet?" Queried a rather unassuming looking Unggoy.

"Simple to tamper with any relays in their government is considered a grave offense; they seem to have a way to keep tabs on all their relays in known space and they'll quickly send a patrol fleet to deal with the offending party who tampered with the device", Harper answered.

"All well and good but what is the point to all this yammering", intoned a rather bored looking Sangheili General.

"The point is that we have to decide what to do with this government. If you were all to read the history we have managed to take from this so called extranet, you will be able to see they will react to great hostility towards us. Most would even see our good friends the Huragoks as dangerous machines that would destroy us the moment they had the chance". There were many snorts from around the room at this; the pacifistic nature of the Huragoks was well known. "No it seems to me there is only one way to deal with an entire government built around rules the outlaws entire species in our government; they must be brought under heel and quickly".

"What do you mean", asked Hood quite worried where this may lead.

"It is quite simple really, this council made up of the strongest of the species in their government rules over the others in tyrannical fashion, we will liberate the other races and bring the council to answer from the many crimes they have committed", Harper again gained his commanding and smooth voice, "We will instigate a little accident at the relay allow an invasion of Shanxi perhaps the destruction of several ships, and when they think they have the upper hand we send forth our fleets and liberate they colony! With this great act of war the Council has committed it will be only a short order for the NSA to grant emergency powers to the UNSC and to declare war. Once this has come to pass we will send forth our great fleets from all corners of our mighty alliance, we will make this Council quake and they will have no choice to make many changes… our changes!" Looks from the military men that once harbored suspicion and worry at Harper's words slowly changed to agreement and understanding as he unveiled his plan; his silver tongue quickly making the generals and admirals see his point of view. "We shall be the instrument in the destruction of tyranny! The bringer of freedom and knowledge to entire species shackled to tyranny and squalor. And above all we shall ensure that never again shall the people of the NSA fear invasion from any species!" A great roar of applause grew up from the entire room even the usually stoic Hood had a smile on his face at Harper's inspiring words.

"It goes without saying that what we suggest is underhanded and cruel, and may very well lead to the deaths of many in the UNSC, but if we ignore this opportunity and allow this council to level the playing field think how many more will die. I for one agree and put full confidence in Director Harper's plan", at Hood's statement all remaining disagreement for the motion was crushed nearly instantaneously and after a quick vote the motion carried.

After the meeting Hood stayed thinking on what had happened, the galaxy was changing and he sometimes felt like he was powerless to affect it anymore. Three years after the end of the war a Forerunner installation was found that specialized in medical research; after going through all this research the UNSC developed top secret technology they dubbed nanites. The nanites theoretically had the power to alter or remove the aging genes in human chromosomes creating immortality, but they had never been tested and many worried about side effects. Hood catching word of this volunteered to be injected with the nanites, if there was even a slight chance he would be able to prolong his ability to protect the people he loved he would do it. Now nearly a century earlier he wondered if it was worth it, only two others had been injected with the nanites, Dr. Halsey the new director of ONI, and the Spartan John Sierra-117 the only gift he would agree to, being able to live with Cortana forever. But know Hood wondered if it was worth it he had seen 3 generations of UNSC leadership and he was getting tired, this war may be the end of it. 'I'll weather this storm for the sake of the Nation I love but at the end of this I deserve a nice long rest, a permanent rest' Hood thought with finality. He then moved to make the necessary preparations for Harpers plan.

**A/N I know not the great first contact battle that you all wanted but I thought it was necessary to finally introduce some plot to the story and answer some questions before we get to the meat of the story. Don't worry tomorrow the chapter you're all waiting for will be complete and let me tell you it's quite nice if I do say so myself. Until then thank you for all your continued support, as a first time writer I was nervous if anyone would like this story, I'm glad and honored you have taken the time to read and judge my work.**


	3. why are they always trigger happy?

"_All warfare is based on deception…" – that one Russian guy form COD…don't judge me_

**Conquerors they Rise Chapter 2**

** May 21, 2650, Turian 33****rd**** patrol fleet Croton system space.**

"Commander we have arrived at the relay", the harsh words of the Turian navigator forcing Commander Ionelus from his thoughts.

"Good, are all ships accounted for?" asked the Ionelus.

"Yes sir all ships coming out of FTL speeds and forming up around the _Swift Justice_", came the quick reply.

At this Ionelus paused to look over his fleet from the holographic display where the galaxy map would usually reside. After he sent word to Croton announcing his discoveries at the relay they had supplemented his patrol fleet with several vessels from the Croton defense fleet. Now his patrol was at a nice 12 frigates, 5 cruisers, and his own dreadnaught _Swift Justice. _It was a bit overkill if it was just pirates or slavers desperate for a hideout, but none in Citadel space would ever risk another Rachni incursion. All and all he felt rather confident he could handle anything the galaxy threw at him. The only thing he truly was unhappy about was that insufferable commander Croton's Primarch had sent with their reinforcements, by the name of Saren Areterius the little pyjack, had the nerve to arrive and demand command over all the frigate wolfpacks. The only reason Ionelus agreed is because he didn't want to risk the other ships from Croton. So now he had to deal with that ignorant ass telling him how to do HIS job.

Sighing Ionelus prepared communications to deliver a fleet wide message. As he sent the hail to all ships the tiny figures of the captains of the various vessels started to appear on his holopad. Clenching his mandibles slightly together in a Turian show of distaste he noticed that the ignorant brat Saren didn't bother to show up to listen to him. The brat had instead sent his XO to listen to Ionelus' orders. Forcing away the urge to blow the bridge of Saren's ship to pieces he looked over the other officers and noted to his pleasure all others had shown up.

"Alright men, I don't expect this to be anything more than slavers and pirates, if it is you do it by the books and blow them to smithereens or disable their ships. But and this is a massive but, if they our unknowns of any kind you stay the HELL away and let the _Swift Justice _do the talking. Above all do not for the love of the spirits attack and less open fired upon is that clear?!" Ionelus finished with great emphasis.

"Yes sir!" roared the Turian officers in the proper show of respect and difference required to a commanding officer. Even the brat's XO seemed to have proper respect, Ionelus quickly entertained the idea of replacing Saren with him, but he dismissed it as it would cause more problems than Ionelus cared to deal with.

"Alright then if that is all let's move it out and show why no one disobeys the Council, and by extension the Hierarchy!".

**May 21, 2650, Shanxi Space 4****th**** R&D fleet, flagship**_** To the Future.**_

"…And you're sure that it will not harm any of the ships?" Captain McHenery questioned.

Narina made a few quick motions on her holopad and looked back to McHenery as hordes of data started to scroll below her hologram.

"You could read the data if you'd like, but I'm sure you'd much rather take mine and Lee's word for it", Narina responded dryly.

"I must agree with the Head scientist sir", Lee began, "While most of the information stored within the computer interface is in an alien language the part in binary quite clearly states that this "relay" is not a weapon and will work on any vessel or object passed through it".

"Fine", McHenery finally relented, "But we will be sending a probe through first, for all we know this relay could take us to the center of another ice moon".

Narina scoffed clearly unhappy at the delay to her research, but she knew better and secretly understood how necessary McHenery's caution was.

"Fine but after the probe returns you agree to send us in?" Narina asked.

At this McHenery merely waved his hand to say an exasperated yes. This back and forth had been going on for nearly 2 hours ever since Lee managed to activate the device. Almost immediately Narina demanded he send in the fleet, she had always been a rather bold impatient person; odd traits for a scientist. Still even with Lee's initial belief that the device wasn't a weapon McHenery wouldn't risk going to close to the device, there were too many unanswered questions and McHenery had always been a cautious man. That caution had saved his and the entire fleet's lives many a time during old covenant raids.

Sitting down in the captain's chair he did actually prepared to read Narina's file of data on the device, he was the CO of a R&D fleet after all. Just as he was about to bring up the data on his holopad Lee flickered to life next to him.

"Yes?" McHenery asked not harshly but a little bit exasperated; Lee took a little too much joy in tormenting McHenery as of late. However gone was the AI's joking face, it was replaced with his stern angry grandfather face, a man that had seen war.

"Sir the device is creating massive energy discharges I think it is fully activating!" Lee answered with a worried tone to his southern drawl.

"I haven't sent Narina the probe, I told her to stay away from that bloody thing!" McHenery practically growled.

"Sir you misunderstand me; it isn't spiking from anything on our end", Lee dutifully replied the fear in his voice very apparent.

"But that means…" McHenery's eyes widened as he realized the implications of what was happening. He dashed as fast as he could to the communications officer and nearly threw the poor man out of his seat. Quickly inputting the desired code he sent a fleet wide message.

"All ships prepare for defensive maneuvers, form up defensive positions around the science boats; something is coming through the device!" McHenery felt faint as he shouted the last part, he could only imagine terrible beings ten times as worse than the covenant rending his fleet in two like scrap metal.

A loud and blaring alarm began to sound on the ships fleet wide. Two short bursts, a general call to arms and stations, one step away from combat stance. McHenery grimly stood at the viewing platform looking as the massive rings in the center of the device whirled faster and faster. The blue hue got brighter and brighter and just as suddenly it started it ended with a blue flash and with new ships in the void.

* * *

><p>"Sir perfect jump all ships accounted for and preparing to swipe the system", called out the Turian navigator who had first discovered the active primary relay back at Croton space.<p>

"Good", responded Ionelus "Have all ships form up on me standard defensive positions".

The standard defensive position for a small fleet like Ionelus' was to have any capital ships dead center way back where they can use their massive range to their advantage, cruisers creating a frontline for the fleet screening the capital ships and finally the frigate wolfpacks at the sides prepared to out flank the enemy if they were foolish enough to get to knife fighting range.

However, only ten seconds after they had jumped into the system all hell broke loose for the Turian fleet.

"Sir I'm we've found the perpetrators who activated the relay, they're not matching any known signatures!" the navigator reported to Ionelus.

At this Ionelus looked out the main viewing window at the front of the bridge what he saw astounded him. An entire fleet of massive blocky vessels clearly built for a sole purpose: war. The utilitarian design of the ships themselves spoke of their ability to take fire and return the favor. Even from this distance the thick armor plating and massive mass accelerator guns were apparent. All of the ships except for much smaller ships which he assumed were transports of some kind were larger than a cruiser. 2 of them were the size of a large dreadnaught 1.2 kilometers by the look of it, but what truly took his breath away was the obvious flagship near the center of the fleet. The vessel in a word was immense. Nearly as large as the destiny ascension at 3.5 kilometers it was the second largest ship he had ever seen, the three mass accelerators ran across nearly a third of the ship, however this ship unlike the others bore a more aquatic design than the others, it still retained the overall blocky feel but at times it smoothed out and gently curved with a bright silvery metal replacing the dull grey of the other ships.

However even if sheer alien _design _of the ships wasn't enough the alien markings on the massive hull were. _UNSC To the Future_, the vessel was obviously a warship so he assumed it was a navy designation and the ships name. He was interrupted by his thoughts however when he noticed Saren's frigates ignoring his orders and moving closer to the fleet.

* * *

><p>"Sir with all due respect we are violating Commander Ionelus' direct order to not fire on the unknowns", Saren's XO Sidonis Taronus hesitantly said.<p>

"And I'd be violating the Primarch of Croton's order if I didn't fire on the lawbreakers", Saren snapped in impatience at the dim witted XO, honestly he had been there when the Primarch gave him his orders.

"We will fire on this fleet and Ionelus will be forced to assist us with half his fleet already attacking, at that point we'll wipe out the primitives invade their home planet and the Turian's will have a nice new spacefaring client race", Saren stated with conviction, as if he was stating the obvious.

"But sir the size of those ships…" Sidonis began.

"Size is not everything Sidonis", Saren interrupted irritably, "We outnumber the primitives two to one and they don't even use Ezoo, which means no barriers, no FTL and very weak main guns! We'll be doing a favor to dominate this race, we'll provide them with true technology and guidance, they won't be manipulated by the Asari or dissected on by the Salarians, and they will prosper under TURIAN rule".

Finally sensing defeat Sidonis merely nodded and prepared the other of the officers for battle.

Saren flared his mandibles out in a smile as he looked at the primitives massive ship, he couldn't wait to see it rent in half by the might of a Turian dreadnaught.

* * *

><p>McHenery was getting slightly nervous as soon as the ships appeared he had asked Lee to see if he could access their systems, it was unlikely as most ships either had AIs of their own on board or very strong counter measures. Although the ships were rather small looking compared to his massive flagship he knew looks could be deceiving and at the least Lee could tell him the ships capability. Putting his worry to the side for a moment he turned to his Sangheili XO San Vandas to issue orders.<p>

"Have all weapons systems charged up and ready to go, Longswords Sabers, and Seraphs ready to launch at a moment's notice, we will not be taken down easily!" McHenery commanded.

The eight foot tall Sangheili nodded and pressed his hand between his hearts, a gesture of respect in Sangheili culture, McHenery responded with a traditional salute before San jogged of to issue the orders. As the Sangheili jogged off Lee finally flickered back onto the ship looking slightly haggard.

"Well what have you discovered?" Questioned McHenery.

"Not much", Lee replied with an anxious air, "They have very powerful firewalls, it's almost like their systems are not meant to be accessed by AIs. I managed to remain undetected by their security systems but I didn't try to break through the firewalls, it probably would have alerted them to my presence and that probably wouldn't have helped diplomatic relations"

"If we manage to have diplomatic relations", McHenery replied darkly, "We've been trying to hail them repeatedly but it's like you said their systems are so…foreign, we haven't been able to get a connection on anything, I'm ordering a radio connection as a last resort but I have a bad feeling about this…"

* * *

><p>"WHAT IS THAT LITTLE PYJACK DOING?!" Ionelus was a rather hard Turian to anger but he lost stability and composure when he asked what Saren thought he was doing. The little brat only said he was doing the will of the Hierarchy as he moved his frigates into attack range. Panicking Ionelus did everything he could short of shooting down Saren's ships to stop him. But the small ships just got closer and closer.<p>

"Sir, energy spiking from Saren's ships, they're firing on the unknowns!" Shouted the Turian Weapons coordinator of the fleet as Saren's ships finally got into range. All of the blood drained from Ionelus' face as he saw the small ships shudder as they fired they're mass accelerator weapons, the bolts glittering blue across the void as they streaked towards the alien vessels. He braced himself just as they were about to eviscerate one of the cruiser class ships, and were stopped by a massive orange hexagonal barrier surrounding the cruiser. The bolts seemed to simply be absorbed as the points of impact shimmered and turned brighter for a split second then just as quickly as the barrier appeared vanished. Ionelus' jaw hung open for a split second before the realization of what Saren just did hit him. 'The brat doomed us all'.

"Captain McHenery the frigate _Einstein _reporting the shots have only drained shields to 43 percent, no hull damage", reported the comms officer. Just like that all trepidation was removed from McHenery as he considered the lay out of the battlefield, if the small corvette class ships were any indication of the rest of the alien fleet this would be a cakewalk. The _Einstein's _shields would not hold out against another salvo from those corvettes but a couple MAC shots should be enough to scatter the bastards while he and one of the cruisers focused on the frigates and the light cruiser of the alien fleet.

"Order all ships to launch fighters, bombers and interceptors", McHenery began to issue commands assuming the commander voice drilled into him at the academy, "Spin up all MACs on the frigates and have the frigates destroy the corvettes assisting the small craft. The cruisers and _To the Future _form up to take down their frigates and light cruiser. Lee acquire the fleet a firing solution".

"Already done sir", Lee stated as the solution popped up on the HUDs of all the personal on the fleet.

"Good, fleet hold fire on the larger ships allow the fighters and bombers disable them we need their commanding officers to explain this atrocity. Save the DEWs and the plasma projectors until we need them; hold all archer pods as well". 'Let's hope this goes well' McHenery his trepidation at this returning slightly.

* * *

><p>Saren was enraged and terrified by the turn of events. His frigates had opened fire on one of the cruisers only to watch as the ship was completely unaffected by the salvo. Granted he only had frigates firing but he had TWELVE of them on ONE ship and they did jack shit. Now the other cruisers were protecting the initial target as it probably regenerated its barriers. His only hope was that Ionelus would destroy the fools with his dreadnaught and cruisers before the shit really did hit the fan.<p>

That was he still had hope until the three cruisers turned around now facing his frigates head on and returned fire. The truly massive gun stationed at the brow of each ship shuddered as it released a massive yellow slug that streaked at his ships at a rather fast rate he frantically ordered evasive maneuvers but was too late as the slugs slammed into 3 of his ships. 2 of the ships were spared instant annihilation as the barriers were decimated and massive hull damage was reported, they were literally floating dead in the void as all major systems were destroyed by the massive slugs. The third frigate was not so "lucky", it was hit one after the other by the slugs the first doing the same as it did to the other frigates and the second hit utterly destroying the ship; there simply was nothing left. In the first 20 seconds of this engagement he had already lost one fourth of his frigates and hadn't even done superficial damage to the cruiser he had focused fire on.

The frigates from that point on were able to avoid the massive slugs with high mobility and daring evasive maneuvers but were unable to fire on the ships because of this. Saren shuddered and began to order a full retreat back to Ionelus that's when he got his next surprise.

* * *

><p>While Saren was nearly having a heart attack keeping his frigates from being rendered into slag Ionelus was having fun watching his dreadnaught and cruisers fire on the massive flagship…and view it do nothing, if anything it merely emboldened his enemy. In a feat of desperation he launched all fighters and begged to the Spirits they were able to screen a retreat. That hope was crushed when the aliens unleashed their next wonderful surprise<p>

* * *

><p>Teranus Nerocanus was finally at peace. He had lived a long life as a Turian fighter pilot; he'd served in countless raids and battles against pirates and slavers in the Attican Traverse. Now however he knew his luck had finally run out, if a fit of desperation Commander Ionelus ordered him and the rest of the fighters to screen a retreat. The ships had managed to cut off the retreat for Ionelus at the Relay by completely scattering and out flanking Saren's frigate wolfpacks which meant they had to do a jump into the deep void between systems, as they had no star charts for light years around them in this system they had to run at least a quick scan before they could even consider jumping. But that meant they needed time and time was something that could only be bought by sacrifice. Which meant he and the rest of the fighters would be obliterated by the main guns, missiles and point defense systems of the ships getting closer to the fighters. That was until hundreds of alien fighters just suddenly appeared in front and behind his fighters the latter streaking off at immense speed while the former decimated the front ranks with missiles and what could only be described as laser bolts.<p>

However despite all the destruction reigning down around him, his fellow Turians simply being outclassed in every way by the strange fighters, the one that fired massive bombs that decimated dozens of ships at a time and the fact that the aliens had barriers on FIGHTERS he was still at peace. He was still at peace when several laser bolts rammed into his ship cooking the metal and frying the circuitry sending his ship to a sudden halt, and he was still at peace when a missile engulfed his ship in a field of fire and he knew no more.

* * *

><p>Ionelus knew he was doomed when he saw his fighters get decimated by enemy fighters; the final nail in the coffin was when about 3 hundred more contacts flew towards his cruisers and dreadnaught. He made a split second decision.<p>

"Saren pull your frigates back only your ships have the speed to get to the relay uncooked", he sent to Saren's flagship.

"And you?" At least the brat seemed to sound ashamed and terrified as he saw what his actions had wrought.

"The _Swift Justice _and the Cruisers are going to buy you some time", don't waste what I'm giving you boy, warn the Hierarchy, warn the Council. The Hierarchy can't lift the weight of YOUR sins alone". As he said the last line to Saren he cut the connection and looked about his crew, they had all heard the transmission and had grim determined looks on their faces. 'They were good Turians' Ionelus thought 'they would die letting the Turian who doomed them to death escape to save other Turian lives. Ionelus had never been more proud of his crew then at that moment.

"Jump right in front of the aliens, and fire everything on the flagship and dreadnaughts", he nearly whispered.

* * *

><p>Saren did what he was told he hated retreating as did every Turian, but he understood that this could all work to his advantage. He decided that to maximize his chance of escape; only one other frigate would get the message to flee. He watched with an odd sense of sadness as he saw the frigates he had commanded for less than an hour finally got caught and destroyed by fighters that seemingly appeared out of nowhere. He shook his head as he reminded himself that attachment was a weakness and that their deaths would help further his own career and power. The two 190 meter ships managed to slip in between the cruisers cutting off the relays, dodging powerful point defense systems as they did, however as they neared escape the frigate next to him luck finally ran out as it was cut in half by the laser defense system. Saren shrugged his shoulders as every other Turian around him watched in horror at the destruction, now there were no other witnesses and the crew on his ship was loyal to HIM to the last. They entered the relays range and jumped to Croton space.<p>

* * *

><p>Captain McHenery nodded with satisfaction as he viewed the one sided dogfights going on kilometers away from him. He grew even more satisfied when he viewed the corvettes that had initially opened fire on the <em>Einstein <em>get cut down to two corvettes that managed to run his blockade. Wait make that one, as he saw the other split in half a small fireball getting snuffed out by the vacuum of space as the engines went critical and atomized the ship. He was slightly worried about the one corvette escaping but considered it largely irrelevant at the time. Just as he thought this the 4 frigates and single light cruiser glows bright blue for a split second before they disappeared and reappeared right in his face. Immediately opening fire with their weak main guns and torpedoes that did massive damage to shields, the _To the Futures _shields were cut down to 45 percent, and even some of the lighter forerunner plating on the bridge was ripped off as its weaker fastening gave way to the missiles strange power. In the end it was largely pointless he merely decided to end this game and spun up the plasma launchers near the top of his ship.

Due to the slow speed and natural arch of firing plasma, projectors were generally only used at close to moderate range with the enemy. Luckily for McHenery that's exactly the range this battle was taking place at. He watched with fascination as he always did as the plasma bolts arched gracefully towards the frigates and light cruiser, what happened next he didn't expect. The plasma literally went right through the enemies' shields completely bypassing them as they cooked the armor plating right off the ships and caused massive explosions within the ships superstructure. This along with the hard light point defense system was the final nail in the frigates coffins as they simply collapsed debris and alien bodies floating out into the black void. The one light cruiser was the only survivor, but it was dead in the water its main gun completely sheared off revealing that it ran the length of the ship, the engines of the cruiser itself seemed dead as it sputtered and sent sparks across the hull. Or rather what was left of the hull? He wasn't completely sure the melted slag could be called that any more.

"This is McHenery I want boarding parties on that ship now before it falls apart", McHenery commanded as he surveyed the field of debris littering the void around the "relay", the battle was over and he had only lost several fighters that had been ganged up on by at least a dozen of the enemy fighters before they were eviscerated by his bombers. All in all he felt giddy, never even when fighting the old covenant did the fleet ever come out unscathed, but in this fight outnumbered two to one he had utterly crushed the aliens and without losing a single ship! He didn't know who these aliens were or why they had attacked the NSA but he did know they were doomed.

* * *

><p>Ionelus cracked his eyes open, he felt awful. After he had jumped in front of the flagship and dreadnaught and had promptly got smashed, the bridge of the <em>Swift Justice<em> was hit by one of those overpowered GURDIAN laser beams the aliens used. As he looked around he noted dully the breach was sealed off by the barriers that would activate in case of a hull breach. that was of small comfort to him as he saw at least half of the bridge was gone, along with half of its crew. He slumped down and prepared for the death that never came; he looked up and realized the massive ships' weapons had gone silent and merely sat there as a hanger bay door opened on the flagship. 'They're boarding' Ionelus thought. He made another decision that he doubted many other Turian commanders would make. Dragging himself to emergency ship wide communications he made his unorthodox command known.

"Turians you have fought bravely and honorably in the face of horrendous odds, know that I have never been more proud to be your commander", Ionelus paused thinking on how to word the next part, "You have been trained to only follow orders that aid in the Hierarchy to gain strength and prosper, and now I say this to all who can hear my lay down your arms to the aliens who have deigned to show us mercy where we would have shown none. Many of you think surrender is worse than death but I ask you what will aid the Hierarchy more, Turians living to fight another day or death notices sent to weeping mothers and lovers back home?" Ionelus himself felt sick at giving the order but he knew he had no choice, he only begged the Spirits that he could avert the coming storm to the Hierarchy.

**A/N I'm really super-duper sorry this took so long to get to you guys. I promise from now on whenever I make a promise I'll be sure to keep it. Life REALLY got it the way of finishing the chapter and whenever I sat down to write it came off as weak and rather lazy sounding, even now I don't fully like it that's why I'm stopping before I royally screw over the boarding or the invasion of Shanxi/ Hierarchy reaction… yes that's a massive foreshadow of the next chapter. Still guys as I stated before I am overawed that so many of you like my story so PLEASE review to give me your honest opinion even if you hate it a good critic would really help me improve my writing and by extension this story. Until then JoetheHighlord out.**


	4. Chapter 4 The Mustache twirling Villan

_We shall defend our island, whatever the cost may be we shall fight on the beaches, we shall fight on the landing grounds, we shall fight in the fields and in the streets, we shall fight in the hills; we shall never surrender. –Winston Churchill British Prime Minister _

**Chapter 3 the plot begins.**

**May 22 2650, Croton system Space, Primarch Bruttianus' Estate**

It started out a calm peaceful day. It was like most days of fate and history, its passing noted only by those that have the power to mold history. For the day started with peace, joy, hate, conflict and pain like any other day but would end in a decision that would forever change the course of history. This day would pave the way for the greatest empire the galaxy had ever seen. And so it began in the system called Croton by the Turian Hierarchy a day that would live in infamy, a date that would transcend time and space; the true reclamation has begun and none shall stand in the path of fate.

Primarch Bruttianus was a harsh bitter old creature. Yet you would never hear him say that, to him he was strong and proud, a proper Turian he would say. To him the death of his family to Batarian slavers and his young life in crushing poverty only made him stronger, it taught him to avoid attachment and to be ruthless towards your enemies. These ideals he carried on to the Turian Hierarchy and if there was thing Bruttianus was it would be crafty, he knew how much his ideals were looked down upon by "proper Turians" so he kept them a secret to him and his enemies. Soon he had graduated the Academy with the highest marks ever witnessed in the history of the Hierarchy; needless to say he took several advantages that many other Turians would have found rather distasteful. He then found himself thrust into the navy and his webs only grew, little by little he preyed on the darker side of every Turian in the navy through bribes, threats and not a little intimidation; in only 3 years he was promoted to Commodore of a patrol fleet.

Being made Commodore he continued his "bizarre and unorthodox practices" or so the military higher ups called it, he didn't care what they thought of him what he did brought results; in all the 36 engagements he had commanded in the patrol fleet he did not once lose. Then again a record in Turian history he was made Rear Admiral of the patrol fleets this continued for another two years and another 43 perfect engagements for Bruttianus. Then in the third year the Admiral of the fleet suffered a very unfortunate ambush at the hands of slavers wanting retribution to the loses suffered at the talons of Bruttianus, little did they know the informant they paid massive amounts of credits to was none other than Bruttianus himself. Of course there was some speculation over at Palaven about how the pirates knew exactly where the Admiral's patrol was headed but they had no concrete evidence so the case was dropped as an unfortunate accident. Bruttianus was then made Admiral of the patrol fleets; his first act was vengeance against the pirates for the loss of such a good Turian and "friend". He then put up a big show of searching for the pirates' lair for 3 months, "found" the moon base of sizable population and promptly ravaged every single population center on it. His actions were called cowardice and a war crime by the population of Batarians and Turians alike, the military however was scared to act, through the years he had made powerful friends and enemies to the Hierarchy, to remove him would be suicide.

This emboldened the young Admiral and for the next 50 years he exacted his own method of justice and tactics against every slaver and pirate on the border with Batarian and Atticus space. This finally ended in the 58 year of his reign of terror in the fleet when he completely destroyed a Batarian slaver moon, unknowingly killing 3 council Spectres. The council had finally had enough, threatened with awful sanctions by the council the Hierarchy gently and quickly removed him from power. To the public and most of the lower ranking military he honorably retired from the military to live his life on one of the Hierarchy's distant colonies. He however knew he was being punished; his title and estate was just a cage, a gilded cage but a cage all the same. Now Bruttianus chafes in his bonds, waiting for the day he will strike out and exact his revenge on the council and the Hierarchy. He knew his time was drawing near.

As he recalled his life both a smile and a frown threatened to overcome his features, happiness at how quickly his plans for revenge were falling into place, and anger at the cowardice of the Hierarchy. Unlike most Turians, he elected to recall the days where Turians were above the Council's dastardly influence, a time where Turians could have stretched across the stars subjugating all life, including the council. But now his people were chained to the will of the Council, chained there by stubborn lazy Turians content by being manipulated by the Asari and Salarians as dogs on a leash. He had recognized this status at an early age, the pathetic pyjacks couldn't defend themselves so they sought a trained hound to bark and bite at their beck and call. He would not stand for this he always found a way to slip away from their weak rules and regulations, they had no idea how to fight war the rules made him weak; for the other side had no rules. And above all the Council had taken his fleets and had neutered him, or so they thought. For despite all the grandeur of the council, the wise Asari, the clever Salarians and the thrice damned Spectres they had all been deceived by him. He retained his powerful connections in the Hierarchy, officers and Government officials who like him wanted to change the status quo, to one controlled by the Hierarchy. That was 30 years ago where he already had half of the Hierarchy's military under his belt, over the years of his imprisonment, he had secretly controlled the other half, bribing an official there, indicate a "traitorous" officer there, even the assassination of a couple Primarchs. Now he was ready the entire Hierarchy was behind him save a few holdouts but they would be crushed quickly, he need only let loss the varrens of war. However he was interrupted from his thoughts from the emergency beeping on his Omni tool; it was of dire importance then.

"Yes?" He growled a tad bit unkindly, like he always did.

"Sir, Saren has returned", Said his head of staff as the Turian's head and shoulders appeared on his Omni tool. He seemed to have an uneasy edge to his voice. "It's only one ship sir!"

At this Bruttianus raised his brow slightly, 'that does not bode well' he thought.

"Very well order Saren to my office right away", Bruttianus commanded.

"It will be done my Lord".

* * *

><p>About 2 hours later Bruttianus heard booted footsteps approaching getting closer to his office. He quickly sat himself behind his metal desk assuming his perpetual scowl and intimidating anger, it was the only correct way to deal with subordinates. Just as he sat himself down he heard a hesitant knock on his door.<p>

"It isn't locked", Bruttianus stated simply. The door shot open to admit a slightly flustered looking Turian. Stepping forward Saren quickly snapped off a salute to Bruttianus. Bruttianus returned the salute then motioned towards a chair.

"Sit I'm sure you have much to tell me", Bruttianus said with an icy edge to his voice. Saren nodded slowly clearly understanding the predicament he was in, Bruttianus was not exactly known to be forgiving. He then began his tale…

"… and then he ordered me and the frigates that remained to retreat, to maintain my image I wisely refrained from telling the other frigates to fall back, only one other followed me, it was destroyed before it could run the blockade". Saren finished his horrific tale and sat back waiting Bruttianus' response. Bruttianus mulled all Saren had told him, these unknowns were powerful indeed, but it may yet work to his advantage, it truly didn't matter anyway; they didn't have element zero which means no FTL. Their home world will be subjugated by a true Turian fleet. He looked over at Saren then, the boy looked quite worried, probably fearing the Bruttianus would just throw him aside and look for a new commander.

"Don't worry boy I'm not upset", Bruttianus said in the most sincere voice he could manage. Saren's eyes widened at this but he quickly regained his composure.

"What will you do about these aliens then? They could come charging across the relay at any second!" Saren yelled his fear getting the better of him. Bruttianus only looked at him hard then, waved his hands.

"Peace boy, look at this logically, true they are probably elated at trashing a fleet but they are most likely cautious, the last thing they want is to charge their only defense into what could be a trap". Saren nodded; it did make sense. Bruttianus continued. "The best thing we can do right now is to put this on the backburner, keep your crew quiet, I'll pull a few favors and get a true fleet to blockade the relay. For this will all work to our advantage", Saren then looked at him confusion clear in his eyes.

"What do you mean…" he began, gears turning in his head at what his Lord might mean.

"Simple my boy it is time to act", Bruttianus stated with conviction. He shut off his Omni tool and motioned for Saren to do the same. "The fleets are all in position; the coup will begin as soon as I give the order. We'll start small; just the hierarchy for now. The councilor and his supporters are soon to be going on a survey of the colonies on the edge of Turian space, a PR trip if you will, the fleets will be waiting for him", Bruttianus eyes seemed to burn with anticipation as he revealed his plan to Saren, "I leave for the fleets now you my boy must make sure everything stays correct on this end of things, keep an eye on Croton, the relay and alert me the moment something happens. If all goes to plan we'll be seeing each other very shortly", Bruttianus finished. Saren stood clearly understanding this was a dismissal, he snapped off a proud salute to his lord stating.

"And this is why I am but the student", His admiration was clear in his voice.

"Don't gush boy makes me want to gouge out my eyes", Bruttianus snapped, however he softened slightly and said, "Besides there must come a time when the student surpasses the master". He then surprised Saren by grasping Saren's talons in a shake. Saren responded then stepped out of the room his booted heels clacking on the marble floor.

Bruttianus sighed making the necessary preparations for the final stages of his plot; he looked at a holopad as he reached for his cup of affa smiling to himself. The holopad showed a quite clear list of all the stops of councilor Sparatus' trip and the relays he would take, for one of the very few times in the wizened turians existence he felt true joy; the end of the upstart was at hand.

**May 30, 2650 Councilor Sparatus' Flagship **_**Palaven's Voice,**_** Invictus system space.**

Councilor Sparatus gazed out into the great void that had captivated countless civilizations throughout the years. Even though a viewing port in a personal cabin was considered frivolous and pointless by the Hierarchy the benefits of being a councilor were quite obvious. He'd always enjoyed gazing out into that great expanse as his ship and escorts flashed onward, today however the view was mired by his wracking headaches due to a host of problems. First and foremost was that blasted Bruttianus, he had thought he had heard the last of the crazy old bird when he had put the loon up in Croton when Sparatus was still young to the Council. Now however the loon was back and as barking mad as ever, trying to circumvent the authority of the council that had put the old hawk in his gilded cage. Sparatus wanted nothing more than to see the man executed for war crimes but Bruttianus had to many friends; friends that could doom his political career. So instead he had the loon "honorably" discharged from the Navy, put up as the Primarch of an unimportant cluster, and left it at that. Sparatus thought the fiasco and embarrassment to the Hierarchy was done with though it seems Bruttianus had been a busy little pyjack, gathering resources and friends over the years; he was gearing up for revenge and Sparatus knew it.

Despite this Sparatus really couldn't do anything, Bruttianus was a cog of the Hierarchy, a dangerous insane cog but a cog none the same, to act on gut emotion and incomplete evidence would see him doomed. He merely had to hope that Bruttianus was stupid enough to leave enough evidence for Sparatus to see him arrested and killed, for now though the loon kept his talons clean and his fringe low; it infuriated Sparatus to no end.

The other slightly less annoying matter was his current trip, his current position on the council was tenuous at best, throughout his years of service he had been challenged many times for the position and the slightest act could send the masses over the edge seeking his impeachment. Mostly the people were angry about how bad the slaver and pirate raids had gotten over the years at the borders, even though he truly didn't control those fleets the masses seemed to blame everything that went wrong in their lives to him. So he had to grin and bear the accusations all the while going on pointless PR trips like this to keep his reputation up. His musings over his now pounding headache was cut short when the line to the bridge chimed on.

"Councilor we'll be arriving in Invictus within the next few hours", the Navigator informed Sparatus. Sparatus merely sent a message received signal and proceeded to trudge down to the elevator linking his private cabin to the rest of the vessel.

After several moments of waiting the elevator door hissed open and Sparatus was greeted to the wonderful sight of beeping consoles and blaring lights, he wanted nothing more than someone to put a pistol up to his head and have mercy on him. He was a Turian however and furthermore a Councilor, he must maintain a strong bearing at all time. Walking up to the CIC he assumed his customary spot and assumed his vigil over the bridge.

"Councilor", a sensor officer started hesitantly, "you may want to see this…"

**Dark space outside Invictus System, Bruttianus' armada.**

"My lord Sparatus has arrived". Bruttianus gave a wolfish grin and said but one word.

"Begin".

"Sir I'm counting 3 hundred, wait no 5 hundred contacts", the officer opened his mouth to say more but his mouth simply hung open his mandibles parted, "Councilor there are over 760 contacts; Turian vessels with only a few pirates and slavers.

Councilor Sparatus understood the officer's odd body language then that was a full 8th of the Turian armada! He opened his mouth to order a hailing of the fleet but was stopped when all consoles switched to a vid feed to what must be one of the ships in the opposing fleet. He looked down and immediately recognized his doom.

"Send a message to Invictus now!" Sparatus shrieked in fear as he saw the wizened visage of Bruttianus.

"Oh I don't think you'll be able to do that dear Sparatus", Bruttianus replied gleefully

"Explain this… blockade immediately Bruttianus!" Sparatus spat out now simply engulfed by his rage at the old loon.

"I think you know quite clearly Sparatus you merely still exist at this moment, because I couldn't help but gloat. Your communications are blocked and your fate is in my talons", Bruttianus paused his gaze hardening, "Know this boy, your death will bring about the true glory of the Hierarchy! Now farewell, may the Spirits forever spit upon your atomized remains". The feed cut and Sparatus simply slumped in his chair. He didn't respond when his crew asked him what to do, he didn't respond when the fleet surrounding his vessels readied the main guns and he couldn't respond when his entire fleet was wiped off the face of the galaxy.

* * *

><p>Bruttianus was interrupted from watching the glorious death of his hated rival for the fifth time via recorded vid by a message from the armadas' second in command Rear Admiral Desolas Areterius, his protégée's older brother.<p>

"My lord the Batarian slavers are requesting to speak with you", Desolas reported. 'So that's what all the annoying pings to communications were', Bruttianus sarcastically thought.

"Don't bother, destroy them all", He commanded dismissively.

Desolas looked shocked, "But sir we promised them payment and protection for this!"

"The council needs a scapegoat boy and unless you want to be the traitorous leader of upstart Turian deserters looking for revenge you will wipe the filth from the void!" Bruttianus commanded with a roar. Desolas looked furious but he knew that Bruttianus meant every word.

"As you command my lord", He managed to spit out barely containing any semblance of Turian discipline. Bruttianus just nodded and cut the connection. After thinking for a few seconds he sent a message back to Croton, to Saren.

_"All went well, we managed to kill the patrol, sending back insubordinate officer who had the gall to question a direct order and become furious. Sending him with several ships back to your command…destroy the other slaver patrol, do not hold back they must be repulsed and taught a lesson. Make sure fore mentioned officer is killed to prevent further insubordination he is a massive liability, this is your final test, don't fail me and you'll get the promotion to Commander like you always wanted". LB_

After making sure that if the message was miraculously intercepted no one would be able to make heads or tails but still obvious enough for Saren to understand he sent it to Croton.

"And so it begins", Bruttianus mused as he prepared for the next phases of his plot.

"…What do you mean Highcom can't send anything?!" Captain McHenery spat with uncouth rage. "I was just assaulted by a small patrol of unknowns who refused to even respond to hails and you bloody can't send anything!?"

**2650 June 3****rd****, 4****th**** R&D Fleet Aboard UNSC **_**to The future.**_

Grand Admiral Terrence Hood merely looked back at McHenery oddly looking apprehensive and depressed by what he said next.

"The covenant has launched the biggest offensive since the scare of '33, all fleets not defending Systems or Arcturus are putting them down hard, I am sorry Captain but they're all thousands of light-years away", Hood Said not unkindly but with a firm, "Don't raise your voice at me again", tone.

"Is it that bad?" McHenery suddenly asked truly worried.

Hood looked surprised at the question but simply said "No son it's not, but when they attacked you were already a day into slip space we had no way to contact you, and no way of assuming it would be a full assault. In any case after the news reached Arcturus Highcom and the Senate unanimously decided that we would counter attack with everything we had".

"So I must hold out then", McHenery stated looking off into some unknown distance pensively.

"Yes you will be relieved by the CDF of Shanxi, I should assume from how weak this race is you should be able to defend anything save a full scale invasion", Hood replied, "Son I understand, know that we are sending an entire wing from Arcturus, 300 vessels but it will take over a 2 weeks to reach you".

McHenery only sighed and nodded running a hand through his brown hair.

"I'll do the best I can Grand Admiral", McHenery stated. Hood nodded and his hologram flickered off the holopad in front of McHenery. Lee flickered to life on the Holopad taking Hood's place as he looked at Lee oddly calmly considering the situation.

"Sir the boarding parties have reported in; all hostiles are surrendering without a fight", Lee reported calmly. McHenery nodded, glad to have avoided more death

"Get them aboard the _To the Future's _brig", he commanded, as he yet again surveyed the drifting hulk that remained of the unknowns light cruiser. "Can you get into the ships mainframe yet?"

"Ah yes, well it seems that a shot may have destroyed the processing unit of the ship", Lee stated grumpily clearly unhappy he couldn't go over the likely hordes of new data, "However part of it survived, mostly translation software, it seems these people have quite a few languages; with the software as a canvas I should be add their languages to the translators. McHenery gave a slight flick of his wrist that Lee had come to learn of the years meant "Go do what you want, and leave me be".

Shortly afterward all 7 vessels shot off to link up with the hastily mobilizing Space Shanxi Defense Force. In 2565 with previous experiences with the Great War blitz and the Insurrection's hit and run tactics outer colonies needed to have better protection, thus the Colony Defense Force was created. The CDF would be composed entirely of ships dedicated to defense of a single colony, thus great expense was made to make their particular shields and armor the strongest in the UNSC. To completely maximize this CDF made all of their vessels completely grounded to their systems with no FTL capability, this allowed for all energy created by the nuclear reactors to go to shields and weapons. Essentially they were a deterrent; old Covenant would take great time to completely defeat the Defense fleet allowing the colony under attack to evacuate it's population to massive underground bunkers that were able withstand glassing. Mostly though it completely dissuaded Insurrection attacks, it would generally a 2:1 advantage to take down a Defense Fleet and the Insurrection simply didn't have those numbers. With the culmination of the CDF in 2573 almost all insurrection movement stopped, the UNSC finally had complete orbital dominance, and if they had that mounting a proper rebellion on a planet was all but unheard of. Add to the fact that most CDF fleets were specifically crewed with multi species to allow for a mutiny of any corrupt officer who sided with the Insurrection and the Insurrection simply couldn't gain any traction.

Now McHenery joined with the scrambling fleet of 1 Marathon Heavy Cruiser, 5 Paris Heavy Frigates, 1 old-Covenant Cruiser, 3 old-Covenant Frigates, and even a beat up old-Covenant Battle Cruiser. An attempt had been made over the last 50 years to standardize the Navy of the NSA by merging designing completely new ships; however the idea for the most part was dropped due to the astronomical costs and hadn't been started until the scare of '33. It had been a blitz on the border of the old covenant; three worlds had gone dark. The entire affair had proved to just be the old covenant desperately trying to flex its muscles to retain any semblance of order, and after the initial attack they were swamped by 3 massive NSA retaliation fleets numbering nearly 3,000 strong. After that the old covenant were pushed back losing 4 worlds to the NSA until it was decided that the covenant simply didn't have anything to attack back with. they had to defend their worlds and the 500 strong fleet was destroyed by the massive retaliation strike. Since the embarrassment of the awful problems officers had trying to coordinate the 2 completely separate ship designs the idea of a standardized fleet was reconsidered and put into motion it was taking quite an awful amount of time to even agree on how the ships should be built and so far only the Capital ships and the new dreadnought class were designed and put into development in the fortress worlds.

McHenery overlooked the glittering Seas of the over 1 billion population colony and prayed that what he had could defeat the unknowns. He then opened a com link to General Williams commander of the ground forces of the CDF of Shanxi.

"General Williams prepare all assets for invasion and put the colony on DEFCON 2 preparing to evacuate at any second, also I have a few guests that will be staying with you…"

**24 Hours later, Shanxi Relay Turian Subjugation Fleet.**

Lights flashed by, days, months and years. Saren saw his entire life stretched out before him. He knew now, at this moment he had to make a choice. Stand with the filthy and weak Council destined to be defeated, or stand with Bruttianus the Turian chosen to bring glory to the Hierarchy the man who told him to do the unthinkable; kill his only brother. He had to make a choice, and he knew only one would see him see a new year. So with tears flowing down his face Saren made his choice, Desolas must die for the glory of the Hierarchy. So when the fleet 430 warships passed through the relay it did so with Desolas' dreadnought at the helm.

"Captain!" came the shrill shriek that designated an Unggoy. "Captain, massive energy surge from the relay; they're coming back!" McHenery looked onward grimly, only a slight and short lived tremble designated the fear plaguing the man's mind.

"Bring up a vid feed from the probe we left there", He commanded without a moment's hesitation. The feed flickered to life to all holopads aboard the fleet, at first it only showed the massive "relay" giving off its blue aura, but soon the rings surrounding the dark energy began picking up immense speed and with the customary flash of blue ships started to fill the empty abyss surrounding the relay. It seemed to go on forever, at first only 3 ships jumped in; light cruiser weight vessels that were the flagships of the last fleet their black and silvery armor gleaming in the blue light. Then dozens of ships appeared, now frigates much smaller with wings branching off from the main superstructure of the ship with what appeared to be engines giving off an azure light. And finally the small 250 meter corvettes appeared this time in the hundreds. McHenery was mesmerized, he hadn't had much time to observe the ships last time before they opened fire, and he found himself captivated by the predator like vibe the ships seemed to give off. Like a massive hawk or eagle stretching forward to snatch its prey into its gaping maw.

"Sir, fleet count is complete", that same Unggoy reported, "They have 3 light cruisers, 140 frigates and 250 hundred corvettes, I'm also seeing what could either be troop transport carriers or naval carriers". The Unggoy kept a steady report, but the ever so slight nuances reported fear, and with good reason this was a pure and simple invasion fleet. McHenery closed his eyes and mentally prepared himself.

"Have all crew ready at battle stations, fighters and bombers ready to jump at a moment's notice. Lee link with all other AIs and prepare firing solutions as soon as they get in range, prioritize the flagships and frigates, the corvettes may be nimble but their guns won't do jack shit against CDF armor and shields", as McHenery gave the orders the alarms for the second time in such a short span blared to life. Lee appeared on the holopad, he was dressed for war and even appeared to have a cavalry saber sheathed to his side.

"Here to tell me the odds?" McHenery asked dryly but grimly.

"No sir I'm just reporting the translation suite is complete and we can communicate with these… Turians" Lee said.

"Well maybe we can at least find out why they're hell bent on concurring us." McHenery then turned in his chair to the comms officer. "As soon as they practical range of the DEWs I want you to hail that light cruiser there in the middle. Also tell all ships that all nonessential crew, scientists, Marines or ODSTs are to go to the colony and help in the defense". The comms officer saluted, those several thousand boots would be much more useful on the ground. McHenery while not a particularly religious man bent his head in spiritual reflection, might as well make peace now sooner rather than later.

**Turian Subjugation fleet Desolas' dreadnought **_**Indomitable**_**. **

The Turian fleet spun out of the relay out of the relay as always with hyper speed. Desolas sighed his mandibles twitching irritably; Saren told him of the circumstances of this invasion and suffice to say he was not amused. He was probably the oldest fashioned Turian left in Bruttianus' ranks probably only because he was Saren's older brother, and his honor felt betrayed at having to annihilate primitives, he'd much rather be helping forward the Hierarchy back in council space. He rubbed a hand through his fringe at that thought though, Bruttianus ordered him to Command the fleet alongside Saren and command he would, perhaps these primitives might even put up a fight worthy of his honor.

"All ships accounted for sir", a younger navigator told him.

"Good, move forward and prepare for battle", Desolas commanded in reply.

The fleet rocketed forward, Desolas leading the pack, with the 2 other dreadnoughts following closely, the Cruisers were forming a solid wall of metal, and Saren's wolfpacks bringing up the flanks and rear drifting forward in packs of 6. At about 100,000 kilometers from the primitives home world the sensor officer announced they were being hailed by the massive silver ship centered among the small defense fleet orbiting the planet.

"Put on screen", Declared Desolas, Saren had been very precise in what he wanted Desolas to say if the aliens contacted the fleet and while Desolas felt quite the fool at what he had to say he would follow the orders that likely came directly from Bruttianus. The holopad turned to the image of the inside of a bridge, a tall Asari like creature sat in a chair dressed in a white garb with several medals and bars adoring the shoulders and chest. The obvious military regalia were completed by what looked like a cloth half helmet depicting an eagle in flight grasping what was probably a representation of the alien's home world. The alien itself had a pale pinkish tan hue to its hide with an odd gathering of brown fur gathered around its head and above its eyes. After staring for a few seconds the alien spoke in what was obvious a commanding and resolute tone, this did not surprise Desolas it was an officer by the look of it, what _did _surprise Desolas was that what it said was in impeccable Turian.

"Turian fleet, you have fired and invaded sovereign NSA territory patrolled by the United Nations Space Command, you are here by ordered to withdraw your fleet at once or be fired upon", the alien finished with a commanding voice that demanded respect. Desolas snorted however, the alien just liked to talk it soon would be blown from the void, Desolas then said what Saren had ordered him to utter.

"You alien, your presence it a blight on the Spirits plane. The Spirits demand your destruction and we are their mortal embodiments!" Desolas finished feeling just a tad bit foolish. What happened next is not what he expected. The alien turned white for a split second and said nothing before his eyes narrowed and his face turned red in what Desolas assumed was extreme anger.

"So be it filth". The feed then cut and Desolas was left to scratch his fringe, he guessed the alien was just offended.

* * *

><p>"…The Spirits demand your destruction and we are their mortal embodiment!" the Turian officer finished with a reverent tone. Every single human on the bridge froze and locked their eyes on the holopad in front of Captain McHenery. McHenery himself only looked in utter hatred and fear at the Turian. A century a millennium an eon it did not matter, humanity would remember what happened at Harvest and what wretched words were uttered. McHenery with unveiled loathing uttered.<p>

"Fire the DEWs, wipe that middle ship from the void, I don't want a single atom to remain!" the crew muttered their ascent the humans disgusted at another xenophobic fanatic race and the former covenant races sheepishly going about their duties trying not to look any human in the eye.

At the brow of the _To the Future _a bright red light coalesced in a thin tube just above the MAC mounted on the brow. The light grew to extreme brightness until it launched out a light speed instantly spearing into the light cruiser at the front of the fleet. Annihilation wasn't a good enough definition, annihilation allowed for something to remain…nothing remained the ship simply ceased to be its drive core instantly overloading destroying the ship at the atomic level. The utter destruction seemed to captivate the Turian fleet for a few seconds, then they responded in turn their spinal mounted main guns glowing blue red before they fired en masse to the lead ships.

"All power to forward shields fleet wide, launch MACs and plasma torpedoes, archer pods on the entire starboard side. Launch all fighters and bombers focus on the larger ships!" Captain McHenery ordered and the battle ensued.

**AN Yeah I'm cruel for the cliffhanger but I want to make sure I get the Space and land battle done perfectly so I'd prefer to work with a clean slate. Again please review; particularly tell me if you hate the Council Turian subplot and if you can guess the Main antagonist. And with that I leave you until chapter four: The Razing of Shanxi. –JoetheHighlord.**


	5. The Battle of Lou Yang part 1

_The second best thing about space travel is that the distances involved make war very difficult, usually impractical, and almost always unnecessary. This is probably a loss for most people, since war is our race's most popular diversion, one which gives purpose and color to dull and stupid lives. But it is a great boon to the intelligent man who fights only when he must—never for sport. ROBERT A. HEINLEIN _

**Chapter 4: The Battle for Lou Yang: part 1**

Space, the last and greatest frontier for any species, filled with glittering marvels, and hidden wonders. An entire universe ripe for the picking, it should have been a realm of peace and prosperity with more than enough room to encompass countless species but it was a universe filled with sentients. And those sentients were filled with hate, greed, anger, and rivalry destined to quarrel over things that should be given to all. And so the great peaceful sanctum of space was yet again torn apart by the fires of war in the space above a system, a world called Shanxi by 5 different species a world that should have been allowed peace.

The fires started small a red light beam launched from a single ship at light speed, the fire was all consuming however and the greed and hatred of sentients overrode all. The fire grew with the ships that had been inflicted the first blow, blue lights gathering at the brows of dozens of ships before being launched off into the void. But the first fleet held strong, glittering orange shields protecting them from the fires of war, but they would not hold forever. In response the first fleet rocketed forward, launching thousands of missiles a veritable wall of future fire and death, the second fleet tried to respond evading this way and that lasers blowing up missiles before they could reach the fleet, but there were too many. The wall of fire was too hot for dozens of the ships in the second fleet, and the blue shields held for but an instant before they were gone fires dotting the many hulls of the ships spreading death and destruction. 3 dozen ships the Turians called cruisers and frigates no longer existed, consumed by great explosions of missiles and the blue light of plasma, the ships were now but drifting hulks of rapidly cooling metal. The Turians pride would not be undone this day however.

The Turians returned fire, torpedoes and main guns flashing in the abyss of space, they were meticulous in their nature like a great many ants teaming up to destroy a massive predator. This blue fire spread across the first fleet as its great orange barriers finally shattered and opened the ships for attack. The armor looked like it might hold strong but the strain was too great and with a great heaving 5 ships were destroyed hundreds of small holes dotting the hulls rapidly venting atmosphere. This is when the small ships met, 3 thousand strong well-made fighters and bombers of the first fleet; they were met by over ten thousand of the second fleet. The numbers proved too great and although their fires took thousands down they soon were reduced to rubble. Red light arched from all ships from the first fleet then, a dramatic act of defiance, they deliberately aimed where their fire would pierce multiple ships and of the 6 arches of light that fired 18 ships went down, ships simply stopping to exist as their drive cores overloaded at the immense energy that was fired. The turians rage was impotent however and the return fire destroyed but one ship, a massive 5 kilometer bulbous blue white ship that jumped forward at great sub light speeds to appear above the two remaining ships the Turians called dreadnaughts. The fires of war were yet again blue as plasma projectors were fired the blue light streaking down and to the sides razing the 2 ships splitting them in two down the middle. The Turians in their fury returned fire with everything they had, but not before the plasma turrets and torpedoes could have their vengeance all and all when the fire finally stopped 20 more Turian ships were rendered impotent with all personnel vented to space and the ships drifting melted metal fused together. The great blue white ship was forever crippled its hull riddled with gaping holes left there by Turian guns, as the fire stopped the Turians hesitantly sent boarding parties, the captain allowed every boarder to arrive on the ship then overloaded the engines and annihilating everything in a massive burst of heat and energy. The Turians were shocked but now angry, they aligned themselves to the seven remaining vessels in orbit who had kept themselves from the fight; they would not be spared the Turian's anger.

**4****th**** R&D fleet **_**To the Future **_**orbiting above Shanxi. **

Tears stroked down the side of Captain Marcus McHenery's face unabated; the entire CDF of Shanxi was dead, good men and women just doing their jobs. It didn't matter if they were Human, Sangheili, Unggoy or Mgalekgolo they had died defending their homes in the hope that their sacrifice would save countless more. And all of this death and destruction because yet again another fanatical race needs to wipe humanity and her allies from existence; McHenery felt sick his rage unfocused and feral. He looked at the holopad in front of him and viewed that the shocked remnants of the Turian invasion fleet was coming his way; his ships were good much more nimble than the CDF fleet, but their shields and armor would be fried in a prolonged fight; there were simply too many guns against them. His dark musings of his eminent death were interrupted by the thumping clacking sound of his XO's San Vandas' hoofs running up to his chair. McHenery turned around to look the tall Sangheili in the eyes.

"Get ready for a slipspace jump San; we're going to take as many of those bastards with us as we can!" McHenery roared allowing his raging emotions to get the better of him. The Sangheili looked slightly surprised, his mandibles parted slightly, but he regained his composure quickly enough to respond.

"Exactly my idea Sir, but I'm afraid you won't be able to take part in our glorious retribution", San replied in his deep tone.

"Good I want you to- wait what did you say?" McHenery asked clearly in confusion. San merely waved his hand to the Sangheili officers on the bridge and they rounded up every single Human and brought them over to the doors.

"What is this mutiny?!"McHenery roared.

"No we will go down with the ship, a glorious last stand that will make the ancestors proud", San began in a reverent but firm voice, "But it will be one that you Humans will have to make without us". The color drained from McHenery's face at that; he loved his crew all of them species was no barrier to him.

"No that's not an option we go together as a crew!" McHenery urged with acquiesces from the Humans surrounding him. San merely shook his head.

"Humans have lost enough to the fires of war, we must atone for our forbearers sins; we must carry the weight so you don't have to", San merely intoned finality clear in his voice.

"I order you then to stand down; we go together!" McHenery demanded.

"With respect Sir", San stated and then preceded to knock McHenery to the ground and cuff his hands together. He then tossed the key to a human officer standing nearby and pushed McHenery into the arms of two other humans. He then ushered the humans to the escape pods, close to the bridge before tossing to another human a glittering silver chip.

"This ship's construct is Human made; it also deserves to be spared death", San said then walked away the door shutting and sealing behind him. The officers seeing they had no choice boarded the escape pods and after a few brief seconds rocketed away from the ship. As they gazed out the rear viewing port they saw this scene repeated itself across the entire fleet, save 2 frigates that followed the pods as the shot towards Shanxi. McHenery was then released from his bonds; he sat there numbly taking in the scene.

He saw as the blue black portal opened in front of the 5 remaining ships, ships that rocketed into them just as the blue fire of the enemy streaked into their place.

**UNSC Dreadnaught **_**To the Future**_

San Vandas felt his heart echo in his chest. He felt them like he felt the whir of the engines of a fighter, he felt fear. But he also felt anger and hope, anger at these unworthy Cretans who would dare desecrate the peace of this vibrant world, and hope that his actions would save the lives of the millions of civilians on Shanxi and hope that his sacrifice may finally begin to atone for the sins of his ancestors. He channeled his anger and his hope now into this last defining moment of his short life to take vengeance against those who would kill innocents and shackle the weak.

"I want all weapons to fire when we arrive, everything must be emptied or recharging when they return fire or the Ancestors will be shamed upon you all", San threatened the crew, they wisely made sure his desire was met.

The portal then appeared ripping open to spit them out back into real space in the heart of the shell shocked remnants of the aliens' fleet. His ships were the hand of the Ancestors, finally making up for their sins. The guns were their hope for a brighter future and did that future shine with fury. MAC shots, plasma, missiles, DEWs, Shivas it did not matter all was fired from the vengeful five ships. San at that point saw only fire, death and destruction for 30 seconds his ships shuddered under the sheer amount of firepower being poured from their maws. Then the fires cleared he saw uncountable amount of smoking melted hulks and floating dead Aliens it brought him satisfaction. He dimly was aware that the rest of the Alien fleet was taking aim, he didn't notice the shields go down none of his crew did. His crew only bent their heads in acceptance, and rammed the nearest ship in one last defiant act. He saw a bright white light and knew no more.

* * *

><p>Saren could only gasp at the destruction he was witnessing and weep, not out of the countless Turians live that were lost but the sheer power and hopelessness his fleet had at the 18 ships of the "primitives" fleet. So he sat there mandibles parted eyes glazed as he watched the parting grace of his enemies and the invariable proof that they had FTL, a strange and unknown FTL method but FTL all the same. His enemies were not primitive. He now knew he had only one hope, beg that the sheer power of these ships designated a home world and that once captured the Aliens will would be snapped and forced into surrender, it was a hollow hope.<p>

"Commander I have the final losses", Sidonis informed him.

"How much", Saren asked numbly, the flaming derelict ships were too many to count.

"38 frigates all lost, 67 cruisers all lost, and all 3 dreadnaughts 2 managed to launch escape pods but your brother's was destroyed with all crew lost", Sidonis replied with a haunted tone.

Saren didn't know what to say, he had lost almost an entire 4th of his fleet to these aliens, and almost half of the remaining ships were reporting damage of some sort, mostly superficial but still damage.

"Why were so many more cruisers destroyed than frigates? Should it have not been the other way around?" Saren managed to croak out.

"The aliens deliberately targeted our larger ships, the shields and armor may as well have been frigate weight for all the good it did them".

"Spirits!" Was all Saren had to say. He looked over the remaining fleet, all of the ground and atmosphere fighters were unharmed; the invasion would still go unhindered.

"Begin the invasion; I want all Capital class cities in our talons by week's end!" Saren snarled working past his horror and finding his anger like Bruttianus taught him. Sidonis looked surprised the Invasion would continue right away, but unlike usually he acted like a proper Turian and nodded striding off to issue the orders to the drop ships. Saren smoldered as he considered the green vibrant planet and glittering seas. They would burn.

**Shanxi's' Capital Lou Yang, General Williams CDF command post**

The bunkers built under all large urban areas in NSA planets were a byproduct of the Great War. The billions of lives lost to glassing demanded a way to defend civilians. problem was in typical glassing there was nowhere you could run to escape the massive plasma beams. Then one civilian who had witnessed a glassing while escaping on a UNSC rescue fleet came up with a simple yet effective solution; if you can't run why don't you just dig down? While glassing did cause extensive surface and ecological damage to planets after about a mile down the only issue occurred is slight heat increase. Therefore with the CDF fleets buying time for civilians to evacuate, they were safe from glassing and the Covenant until UNSC rescue parties arrived to literally dig them out. The bunkers themselves were massive and Spartan in design built to hold as many people as possible, while sustaining them and providing adequate resources for a prolonged wait. As such the bunkers were literally massive greenhouses followed by living pods, followed by warehouses and finally completed with massive nuclear generators that could theoretically power the bunker for years. All in all the experience was not exactly a pleasant one. And General Williams of the CDF and UNSC forces of Shanxi was currently occupying one of the Command posts in the titanium and concrete nightmare.

"Will someone for the name of all that is holy on this place that is not Earth get me some damned coffee?!" Williams roared in his typical gruff but kindly attitude. An aide quickly ran up to him holding an entire pot of the steaming elixir along with several large mugs.

"Thank the entire damned dirty prophets' girl; I thought we had run out for a second" Williams grunted out after taking a sip.

"Sir the rest of Shanxi high command has arrived, do you want them to be shown in?" the aide asked. Williams merely waves his hand yes, the rest of his consciousness taken up by the oh so wonderful drink in his other hand. At that the aide ran off and only a few seconds later a small stream of Humans Sangheili, Unggoy and Mgalekgolo filled the room sitting in their specifically designed seats.

"Well boys it seems we have our work cut out for us today", Williams stats after a brief survey of the room.

"We take offense to that", shouted back a conglomeration of females of all species lumped together in the middle of the room. Williams only nods his mood suddenly changing as he focused on the com unit in his ear. His eyes grew dark and misty for but an instant.

"It would seem, that the situation has changed", He began with a foreboding air, "The entire CDF naval fleet is gone and all but 2 frigates of the 4th R&D have been destroyed. The enemy has begun the invasion as we speak; drop ships entering the atmosphere above the major cities, the fly boys will do all they can to thin their numbers but it looks like this will be one hell of a slug fest". The room took on a grim tone; they knew well the horror that was urban warfare.

"As such I have decided to move the precious cargo to the two remaining warships in Shanxi space; also I am initiating Cole protocol. Now then get to your respective posts and await further orders and by all means defend to the last for they will show you no mercy", the once jovial Williams ordered in hushed tones. The entire room stood at this and saluted the once joking general. Williams then moved to look at the holotable showing Lou Yang above him preparing defenses, he begged whatever immortal denizens that may have been watching the plight the strength to hold out for two weeks, he didn't think he had it in him to survive without coffee. But he'd get to see how these 'Turians' did with several surprises shoved up whatever constituted an anus in their biology, that may make up this entire fiasco.

**Field Marshal Romulus' Troop Carrier **_**Spirits' Arm **_**2 hours earlier **

Field Marshal Romulus was the epitome in a Turian officer that Bruttianus strived for. Professional, brave, skilled and utterly ruthless towards his enemies he was part of a new breed in Hierarchy leadership. He would take orders that would leave other officers gaping like a Quarian out of a suit, and commit atrocities that would leave others emotionally scared. To top it off he personally knew and liked no less than 6 captains that had been killed in the atrocity that was the previous naval battle, suffice to say he was itching for revenge. The young Turian surveyed the meeting, making sure all high ranking officers taking part in the invasion were here nodding to his satisfaction he stood and prepared to deliver his battle plan.

"Alright, we're going to make this quick and simple, by the books I don't want to see any heroics on the battlefield ok?" Romulus began glad to see that the officers were merely watching him with rapt attention seeming not to care about the massive age difference. "Commodore Saren wants this capital city to fall by week's end and by the Spirits we'll do it in half that time! Preliminary scans of the system show a lack of ground to air defenses in several clearings and grasslands surrounding the capital city here, here and here", at this a the holotable switched to a 3d representation of the city and the surrounding countryside parts of it highlighted in green others in red. "These green zones seem to be the weak spot in the enemies defenses while the red zones are the most heavily defended, it should be a fairly standard invasion; ground troops supplemented by light armor create a 'beachhead' followed by the rest of the infantry, armor and gunships. After all has landed we will create and launch a three pronged assault on the city staying tight to these green zones as much as possible and meeting up in this plaza here", he then pointed to a massive opening in the heart of the city. "At this point we'll have determined their HQ and proceed to sack the place, hopefully being split in three separate pieces the alien forces will lose cohesion and be forced to either surrender or abandon the city". The generals looked at the plan appraisingly although it looked like several were apprehensive towards it.

"This entire operation seems to bank on the idea that we'll be fighting very light air and armor resistance, and I for one find that these "green zones" are a little too convenient for comfort; seems to me like it is a massive trap", a Major General stated looking at the mentioned green zones eerily. Romulus had already considered that and the scans had assured him of only a light armor depot and small airway for fighters.

"The scans have already designated enemy strong points", he gestures to the map and purple areas now appear dotting the city, "These are the only armor and air launching area within effective range of the battle, along with several AA batteries they should be dealt with by a rather short orbital bombardment".

"I still don't like, I mean who in their right mind would leave those batteries and launch facilities so unguarded and exposed?" The same General questioned. Romulus did agree it seemed at tad bit foolish, but what could you expect from uncivilized beings that used Nuclear weapons so near orbit and for that matter beings that would willingly ram ships, a more unorthodox tactic had never been known, not even by Bruttianus.

"What can you expect from such undisciplined beings? They have probably never faced a true land war before, relying on the power of their navy, either that or they arrogantly assumed this planet would never be attacked", at his words the General finally seemed to be won over and nodded his agreement. 'Good', thought Romulus, 'no division in the ranks we must appear united for the troop's morale for such a plan'.

"Well then Turians if we don't have any more questions report to your landing craft and prepare for the invasion, the bombardment will begin in exactly 2 standard hours I want all craft to descend into the atmosphere the moment the last gun stops firing!" Romulus said with conviction. The officers stood saluted and filed back to the hanger. Romulus sat their looking at the city's map wondering if his alien counterpart was doing the same; if he was he would learn the true might of the Hierarchy. Romulus would have vengeance for the dead.

* * *

><p>2 standard hours later the remnants of the Turian fleet formed up and aligned themselves with the planet creating perfect firing arches. The void was silent for but a few moments the light of the system's star glittering off the Turian ships, then the fires began anew. The bombardment was purely tactical, low powered kinetic shots; it would not do to appear like a butcher to the galaxy. The shots rocketed from the Turian ships descending into the atmosphere and destroying what they assumed were the only defenses for Lou Yang. It was an awesome sight to behold, the might and precision of the bombardment, entire wings of ships firing at once at such a small spot of land. All too soon in the Turians' minds the firing stopped and the proud ships were silent, then like ghosts those that were kept in the rear of the formation, the transports, glided forward to descend into the atmosphere. The battle for Lou Yang had begun.<p>

**Lou Yang bunker General Williams' command post**

"Sir the bombardment has stopped all enemy craft guns silent and what is obviously landing craft descending into the atmosphere!"

"Good prepare to go on the offensive as soon as soon as the enemy heavy armor lands", the holo of his field coordinator saluted and flickered off to issue his orders to the other officers. Williams then took a moment to survey the map of Lou Yang, the bombardment had gone almost exactly as he had planned. The AA batteries that they took out were no more than a dozen very weak old models left out as a decoy and staging area for his armor only contained a couple of ancient scorpions, wraiths, and one incredibly beat up Elephant crawler. The airfield on the other hand was mostly real but there wasn't much he could do about that than evacuate all ordinance and crew leaving the few craft that were there to be destroyed. The Turians thought they had crippled Lou Yang, in reality she was strong as ever literally hundreds of AA batteries prepared to swat craft out of the sky, a dozen armor depots and no less than half a dozen hidden vertical runways for the fighters and bombers. That wasn't even taking account of all of Lou Yang's infantry defenses. Admittedly they were spread out and incredibly outnumbered by these Turians but if there was one thing Williams knew is that urban warfare didn't go to numbers or who had the biggest stick. It went to who was able to surprise the crap out of the enemy the most causing a dozen small interruptions before falling back to another ambush point and slowly eating away at the enemy's strength. It was a long drawn out plan and there were no guarantees they would win, but right now Williams needed time and his foolish counterpart in the Turian's armada was practically eating the trail of breadcrumbs Williams had laid.

He watched as the Turians descended to the predetermined zones, thinking they were safe; Williams allowed that idea for now keep things going smoothly for a while and arrogance would rear its ugly head, the Turians would make a mistake. Williams tapped the keys of the holotable keying into all his armor and militia units he had surrounding the kill zones their heat signatures hidden by ONI stealth equipment and visually hidden by simple foliage camouflage.

"Prepare for the ambush on my mark give our guests a proper welcome, we don't want them to feel too left out", Williams chuckled out, shocked at how tactless theses turians were literally charging ahead into what was obviously a trap. Entire regiments charging ahead blindly not even bothering to send ground or air scouts, it seems they were very confident in their equipment; time to prove them wrong.

* * *

><p>Captain Maras Kresharak of the Colonial militia was a new age Sangheili, a frontline soldier who had finally mastered the subtle art the humans called "shock and awe" and "hitting them with their pants down". Whatever they called it she couldn't deny its effectiveness many an invading soldier of the old covenant had learned the craftiness of humans, and some she was sure were utterly terrified to partake in a land invasion; why can't we blast them from atmosphere where they can't hide and sneak? Now after years of change Sangheili who usually thought such tactics were for cowards surrounded her as she prepared to demolish the arrogant alien bastards in front of her. They would learn quickly the lessons the covenant learned or they would die.<p>

"This is Williams to all militia and armor divisions in the corridors take, take, take. Blow the bastards to the sky", voiced the disembodied voice of Williams to her earpiece. Manipulating her jaws in the approximation of a Sangheili grin she signaled for the dozens of militia around her to creep over the ridge they were hiding under. As she reached the top of the ridge and looked down she was treated firsthand to the pride of the Citadel that was the Turian war machine. She had to admit these Turians were professional, the old covenant would have gladly accepted them into its ranks. The Turians marched with an air of professionalism and confidence their APCs, tanks and infantry forming up in long glittering columns slowly inching from their beachhead a ways back all the way to the city in perfect unison. It was almost a shame to break up the show, almost.

Little did the Turians know they were walking into a minefield, literally. The defense of the city had been meticulously planned by Williams and several other officers the moment the 4th R&D arrived with the horrifying news. This minefield was different than most relying on remote detonation as opposed to activation from weight. They were designed for ambushes, to be activated the moment the juiciest of targets were under them. And in her mind the small tanks the Turians called heavy armor were definitely the juiciest target. Pulling out a small silvery mirror she reflected the suns light and was pleased to see in front and all around her the same small flashes of light, she swore she could even see the armor of several badly hidden Wraith II light tanks. A good thing the Turians didn't bother to look to the side or up too often. Seeing the go ahead sign all around her she pulled a thin tube from her pack flipping a cap up and pressing a claw into the red button. All hell proceeded to break loose. As the great explosions of the mines went off fire, dirt, armor, and bodies all flew into the air at ridiculous speeds, not a single formation was spared as the mines went off in all directions the once orderly and professional Turians fell into chaos as droves of them were being eviscerated all around them. Finally the ground stopped its shaking and the smoke began to clear, she was proud of the Turians they had managed amid all the chaos to retain some semblance of order and form back up the moment the explosions halted. Now however they were all looking at their feet and forward towards the city; unfortunately that's not where the danger was.

Stepping up she pulled a two plasma rifles from her back and motioned for her comrades to do the same letting loose a tremendous roar all around the Turians the militia surged from the forests and other such hiding spots, plasma, lasers and bullets flying into the unprepared Turian formations. Rockets and fuel rods slammed into the few remaining armored vehicles causing small explosions and further forcing the enemy apart. Roaring Maras a short way to a pre dug ditch just under the hills summit plasma rifles blasting away, every short burst melting into the armor of a Turian in front of her. The scene repeated itself hundreds of times across the three corridors the Turians had willingly walked themselves into. The Turians would not be daunted however and despite how awfully positioned they were they returned fire and took cover where they could among the smoking hulks of the armor. Maras noticed that the shields of her enemies only seemed to be equipped on a select few individuals, specialists and officers most likely, but more strangely than that the shields only responded to the kinetic weapons that the humans seemed to love, plasma and DEWs went straight through like the shield didn't even exist and melted armor like butter.

The turians seemed to think that they would be standing in their hills all day however as they didn't bother to make any suppression fire and only shot to kill, luckily their weapons were fairly ineffective to the personal shields of the soldiers, even the much lower grade colonial shields could stand up fairly well. Emphasis on fairly though, as she was forced down with the warning blare of depleted shields a couple of fellow militia were down on the ground around her as well; they wouldn't be getting back up. Seeing that the Turians were recovering from the initial shock and pouring in reinforcements from their base camp Maras decided to play her next hand.

"First second and third companies forward, fifth and six provide covering fire and any Unggoy I have no doubt of your bravery but unfortunately you will get yourselves killed if you charge", She roared and commanded. Pulling up plasma and hard light bayonets (swords and staves were left for the experts) the named companies and species charged down the hill supplemented by several light Wraiths and Mgalekgolo the company charged down the hill quickly copied by every other militia regiment seeing the good tactics in such a charge. Maras grinned as her shields protected her from the first few blasts and waded straight into the Turian line. The Turians didn't seem to know how to react to such a charge, desperately overcharging their weapons as they tried to stem the tide, it didn't work. In fact it didn't seem like the Turians had any melee weapons at all; they had natural talons by the look of it but that wouldn't do jack shit against even the lightest armor. Maras smiled this would be a "cakewalk" or so the humans called it. She wondered what pastries had to do with this.

* * *

><p>Specialist Cornelius Teranus was terrified. He had been assured by his COs that this would be a textbook invasion; wipe out any naval presence, apply copious amounts of bombardment, and finally walk into to take the capital and planet in one massive blitz. The first two had gone slightly to plan, but this, this wasn't even in the unorthodox section of the textbook. Come on artillery that came from the ground that just wasn't fair and borderline cowardly! Then he found out the regiment, no the ENTIRE army was completely surrounded and boxed in. Bullets, plasma and what could only be described as laser bolts flashing down from hills and forests into the disorganized and already shocked Turian army had the effect of doing the unthinkable: scattering and causing chaos in a TURIAN army. That just didn't happen it was against the rules of the known galaxy. But then again they weren't in any part of the known galaxy he mused as he witnessed the unfamiliar forms of the aliens firing down into the columns. That was another thing, from what he could see there was not one species here but 4! Could that mean a collective government like the Citadel? Cornelius could only shudder at that ramification.<p>

And then there was this charge, he had been sent here to counter any potential biotics among the enemy, which there weren't thank the spirits, he could only imagine what one of those massive aliens covered in blue armor would be able to do with biotics. He was barely able to keep enough strength to keep a barrier about him after the plasma from the artillery from the ground splashed all over him. He was able to throw a singularity here or there but his strength was diminishing quickly and once his biotics were gone there would be no way to fight these aliens in melee. To accentuate that point one of the masculine Asari creatures came charging at him with a black metal blade, after ramming the blade through several Turians of course. Drawing on his depleted reserves Cornelius deflected the first few blows with his barrier and used biotics to enhance his agility to avoid the rest, finally the alien paused for a split second enough for Cornelius to throw a warp draining the alien's shields then ripping him apart to a bloody pulp. This small victory was only a small comfort to the weary biotic as he surveyed the rest of the field; Turians were being dropped left and right having no way to decisively defend themselves and the small pockets of Turian resistance that only existed because of biotics were being overwhelmed by sheer numbers.

Cornelius paused to rest against the steaming hulk of a gutted APC, he was interrupted however when he saw one of the massive multiple jawed species come rushing towards him, this one seemed different however a more hourglass figure and smaller and more compact over all, probably a female. Not that it really mattered as the being, which he decided should be called split lips, was charging him with a glittering pointed contained plasma blade situated at the end of her gun. He mentally prepared himself and cringed when he realized he had very little strength left this may be the end. He shrugged and charged anyway, what better way to go out for a Turian?

* * *

><p>Maras paused in the battle pleased at its current course, the only slight snag were those Turians that for all intents and purposes were using magic. She supposed it really didn't matter there were only a few of those and while they did do massive amount of damage put enough holes in them or stab them a few times with a bayonet and they died all the same. Easy enough to say in her head, but now she had to go and fight one of the bloody magicians and capture them alive, not a comforting prospect. Luck however seemed to be on her side as she viewed one of the buggers themselves separated from the rest of the rapidly dying resistance seemingly exhausted as it leaned against a blackened APC trying to regain its breath. Maras charged then seeing that she probably won't be getting another such opportunity any time soon. Her legs carried her as fast as possible hoping to close the distance before the bugger noticed her and sent one of its nasty glowing blue tricks her way. Of course she had no luck as the Turian did notice her and sent an orb her way, luckily the orb seemed to be weaker than the rest she had witnessed and instead of tearing her to pieces it only broke her shields and mildly dented her armor. Grinning she resumed her charge dodging another even weaker looking orb as she reached him, thrusting forward hoping to end this quickly she was surprised when the Turian only twirled away launching another blast way and pulling a pistol from its hip. Good, this one was tenacious.<p>

Launching herself towards him she slashed her bayonet in a swift arch, shoulder to hip the purposely underpowered blade only met a glowing purple shield and left her badly extended. Doing the only thing she could she threw her gun at the alien buying her enough time to circle around and activate the plasma dagger at her waist, at low levels of course. Twisting forward she kicked with all her might and to her satisfaction noted the purple barrier shatter the Turian was then launched several meters forward at the feet of dead human. He stood standing shaking his head, probably to clear the dizziness; he then looked forward and hastily snatched a black curved sword at the human's hand. A katana she think the humans called it. Grinning even more she pulled a another plasma dagger into her second hand, she didn't have any true faith that she would be strained in a melee fight but the Turians had surprised her before maybe they could do it again. She then rushed the Turian hoping to close the distance to negate the weapons superior reach, twirling forward she launched a dizzying array of moves designed to confuse an opponent and prevent them from launching an effective offense not outright killing them. She was then glad she had activated the second plasma dagger; the Turian managed to pick off every single one of her attacks as if she was moving in slow motion. Growling Maras redoubled her efforts now making every swipe and slash a kill move; if she hadn't deliberately lowered the weapons power output. The Turian was good she'll give him that he managed to hold his own even against this and launch a couple shaky swings himself. Seeking to end this game quickly Maras noted the Turian was backpedaling right into a small hole created by a mine. Putting all her strength into one last forward slash she forced the Turian forward and caused him to fall unceremoniously straight into the hole.

Maras jumped in right after him slamming the hilts of her daggers into the sides of his head, knocking him out cold. Smiling at the proper challenge for once, she reached into her pack for a pair of energy cuffs and hastily latched them on before hoisting the male over her shoulder and bounding out of the hole, she also snatched the Katana as she leapt out seeing that the blades smooth surface had not been marred once during the fight. She would do the dead owner an honor by continuing to fight the enemy with such a worthy blade.

As she walked out she noted that the fight was winding down, here or there the crackle and popping of a gun could be heard, and the thunderous roar of a short lived explosion. Mostly though, the only sounds left were the moans of the dying, and the mournful tone of a wind working its way through the blackened valley. Maras sighed, it was all such a waste and she had to take part of it. Snapping herself out of her reprieve she put a claw to her ear activating her direct line to General Williams Command post.

"This is Captain Maras Kresharak of the 501st militia regiment, I have the precious blue cargo I repeat I have the precious blue cargo", Maras reported. She heard only a few short moments of static then a deep human male voice sounded through the device.

"Captain Maras, this is General Williams you are here by ordered to pull out right away, get the militia out of there. Furthermore you are to bring the precious blue cargo straight to the Command bunker", Williams commanded.

"Yes sir!"

"Good Williams out", Came the terse reply and the line cut dead. Nodding in satisfaction she noticed that the sounds of battle had finally died down leaving a sudden harsh absence of noise as the sun began its slow descent to the horizon. It seemed the Turians had decided to cut their losses and ordered a full retreat back to the landing zones the only place where they had managed to push back the militia. Once again keying into the battle net intercom she ordered all her remaining militia forces to pull back to the slightly diminished city skyline. The NSA had struck the first mighty blow but Maras knew the enemy would be more cautious and more forceful in the future; they were not fools. To tell the truth Maras feared for the future, she did not know if her home could hold.

**A/N Well I have to admit that was awesome to write. And no don't worry, that's not the end of the battle for Lou Yang I just want to split it up into more manageable pieces. By the way please tell me what you thought of the naval battle at the start of the chapter I'm experimenting with different styles of writing and I want to know what works and what doesn't. If you guys all hate it I promise I'll never write one like that again. In any case please review and I hope you enjoyed reading this chapter as much as I liked writing it. Until then JoetheHighlord out.**


	6. The Battle of Lou Yang part 2

_"Though I ask my brothers now to abandon their rituals, I do not ask that they abandon the Creed. THIS is what makes us Assassins. Not the removal of a finger. Not a false promise of paradise. Not the prohibition of poison. Our duty is to the people, not to custom."_

―_Altaïr's Codex_

**The Battle for Lou Yang: Part II**

**Turian Armada Orbiting Shanxi, Field Marshall Romulus' troop carrier **_**Spirits' Arm**_

Marshall Romulus was angry; no raging would be a better description. As the news of the abysmal battle floated up to the armada he got progressively angrier, culminating in his current state of near hysteria as he stalked back and forth across the bridge of his troop carrier. He was flabbergasted at the tactics these aliens, no, these BARBARIANS used. Artillery from the ground, ambushes and finally a spirits forsaken melee rush of the likes that haven't even been seen by the disgusting Krogan berserkers! It made him want to tear the scales covering his fringe one by one till he could forget about how awfully his army was getting trounced. Above all the Commodore Saren was getting anxious for a report and while Romulus _technically _shouldn't be afraid because he _technically _outranked the hotheaded bastard it was a well-established fact that Navy out ranked land, pure and simple. So it was with an anxious air he finally stopped wearing a rut into the cool metal that composed the floor of the bridge, and made his way to a meeting with his generals currently on the aliens' planet. That of course was another matter entirely; 4 completely different species fighting side by side suggested a collective government, a collective government suggested age of these species, and age of the species suggested great power and authority. That meant this was most likely a minor colony and a fleet was en route to wipe what remained of the armada from orbit; Romulus wanted the invasion to be over as soon as possible.

So engrossed was he in his thoughts he failed to respond to three separate salutes, leaving the Turians to stand there awkwardly pressed against the wall of a corridor until Romulus passed from sight, Romulus even managed to miss the door to the debriefing room , stomping straight up to where the corridor ended. Growling at himself for becoming so unsettled by barbarians he corrected his movements and made his way into the dimly lit room seating his well-muscled bulk in a rather well upholstered chair for a military vessel. He didn't have much time to relax in the comfortable position before the holopad in front of him sprang to life, the bodies of the three generals portrayed in the grainy blue. After saluting and greeting the officers Romulus was already ready to end this meeting and to drink all of the alcohol in sight.

"Well what do you have for me?" he asked bluntly. The generals looked slightly agitated at this looking around in their own environments for several moments before the eldest decided to respond.

"After the xenos launched their ambushes and our lines were overrun we pulled back all assets to the landing zones, we tried to counter attack but it was to no avail; our soldiers were already in the middle of the close combat and charging any further assets forward would be suicide", the General reported calmly, "Furthermore I have made the executive decision to order a full retreat of all forces back to the armada". Romulus raised his brow at this, his earlier anger and irritation returning in full swing at the Turian before him.

"Why in the name of the Spirits would you do that?!" Romulus howled instantly descending into a red haze. "By all reports the aliens have all but retreated to the city, if you were to advance with all your forces you could have taken those valleys!" The elder general wasn't perturbed by Romulus' outburst; in the contrary he kept a cool but firm manner as if he was explaining something to a child.

"Yes I agree; we could have taken those valleys if all forces were committed", the elder began at first soothing Romulus' anger, "But, if we did if we sent all forces into those death traps think of the losses, tens of thousands of dead Turians just serving the Hierarchy dead for what? A couple of blackened valleys would be gained, all that would lead to the biggest death trap of the century!" Now Romulus was angry, his pride shattered and his judgment clouded, to him he only saw the genius of his plan and the foolishness of the enemy and his officers.

"No, no, no and NO!" Romulus shouted gathering his shattered pride about him. "You WILL continue the invasion as I see fit and will immediately press those corridors and capture that Spirits' forsaken city!" Romulus accentuated his point by slamming his clenched talons on the arm of his chair.

"I will return to the Armada with all forces and personally question your ability to lead this invasion with Bruttianus himself!" the elder growled in response.

"You will be court martialed and executed for treason against the New Hierarchy!"

There was but one soft nearly inaudible reply, "So be it". The elder's imaged flickered and disappeared leaving an uneasy silence among the three remaining Turians. Finally, after several moments one of the other generals piped up.

"I for one _sir _am siding with Kydonos, this world is a death trap and we should do well to leave it", the general informed Romulus, he noted dully that it was the same Turian who questioned the corridors during the first debriefing. Before Romulus could say anything in reply he too cut the connection and vanished from sight. Nearly spitting with rage Romulus turned on the only Turian left, the one who had apparently followed Romulus' orders to the letter and was in the process of losing over 60% of his forces.

"Gaius you are in full command of all ground forces effective immediately. You will stop the withdraw from the planet and pursue complete destruction of all alien resistance. Congratulations General, do not fail me", Romulus stated with acid blatant in his voice. The middle aged Turian snapped a shaking salute in response and with shaking talons cut the connection. The holopad switched back to an orbital view of the capital city and the area surrounding it. Romulus saw that while on mass withdraw had ceased and been reversed large chunks from the two insubordinate generals forces were still retreating. Romulus grabbed the nearest glass of ice brandy and shattered it against a wall; he immediately regretted this action.

**Lou Yang Bunker, Command Post**

General Williams was roaring with laughter the deep rich tone reverberating throughout the concrete and titanium construct of the bunker. His AIs had recently hacked the aliens' communications (one of the few things that could be hacked). Apparently he had hit the gold mine with the transmission that was currently playing; the entire Turian high command. However, the best part of the hack had to be witnessing the current schism within the command, he almost wanted to go up and shake the appendage of whoever put that ass of a field marshal in command; it was going to make his job 10 times easier. Still he supposed that the two generals that were wise enough to escape the death trap might be a problem; they could be put in the command of the invasion. While it would be good to have the aliens completely pushed off Shanxi it would only be a matter of time before they landed again and Williams preferred to have them in their current position. That is to have them by the balls, or whatever comprises their reproductive system.

Still chuckling softly to himself Williams keyed in his communications to prepare a little…present for these intelligent xenos. He almost felt sorry for the Turians, almost.

**1820 Hours 15 Kilometers out of Lou Yang City limits**

The UNSC Rangers were the best of the best, the most elite of the military (Spartans being of a class all their own) and as such were always put in the most dangerous missions in defense of the NSA. From assassinations, spying and even orbital insertion deep within enemy lines they were threatened on a daily basis. As such it wasn't uncommon for the average age of a ranger to be between 40-60 years old; barely the beginning of youth in this age of modern medicine and medical procedures. These psychological traumas taken into account it was of no surprise that the small team of rangers crouched among the bushes overlooking the Turian camp were all dressed in black armor.

Of course black was an obvious choice for a mission such as this; assassination, sabotage and get the hell out before the xenos knew what hit them. It all sounded good in one's head of course, but rarely did things go so well once the bullets started flying. Rangers of course could get the job done, but it would be difficult and put all their skills to the test, so it was with apprehension that the small 5 unit squad was joined by a non-ranger, a militia at that! Such were the thought of Lieutenant Tristan Jones as he gazed at the Sangheili in question, undoubtedly she was an excellent fighter and she did have experience fighting the magic users among the Turians, he still didn't like jeopardizing the lives of the squad with a non-ranger. Considering this he sidled over till he was at her side.

"Look I know you're a capable fighter, but when we go in there", Tristan points to the enemy base, "I want you to stay behind either me or one of my rangers and mirror our every move". Maras narrowed her small amber eyes but gave a curt nod, good she could take orders. Tristan made a sharp bird like noise signaling the rest of the squad to fall in. The first to join was Zak Saris, a middle aged lithe human with flowing black hair and blue eyes, he seemed to almost blend with his Ranger armor; he was considered one of the best stealth rangers in the entirety of the Rangers being able to appear wherever he wanted virtually out of nowhere. He was second in command as sergeant. Next were the two that always seemed to go everywhere together an odd pair composed of a rather short for Sangheili standards female by the name of Sarkon Saldomin, and a brown skinned human male; Private Louis Flourence the pair had a reputation for making things go boom wherever they went, so it was no surprise they handled demolitions and heavy weapons, Louis and Sarkon respectively. Finally there was the last member of the squad Emily Song a human of Asian descent with the traditional black hair pale skin and slanted eyes. She only sent the same bird noise as she was currently taking up residence in the upper branches of a tree, her eyes and sniper scope providing over watch for the squad.

"Alright I know y'all got the rundown of this op back Lou Yang but I'm gonna run it by you again in case you managed to forget in the short hike over here", Tristan paused for a second looking at the rangers staring at him, "Louis I'm looking at you". Louis only looks at Tristan for a few seconds then gives him a very "respectful" middle fingered salute. Chuckling Tristan continues. "Alright here's how this is gonna rundown General Williams has issued a kill slash capture order on two Turian generals currently residing at this camp, obviously our job is to carry out those orders. At the same time we're gonna give the good grunts back at Lou Yang a bit of relief by destroying that massive armor field you can see over yonder, over a thousand tanks and APCs along with thousands of barrels of fuel; I'm sure you're up for the challenge Louis", Louis nods still staying silent his eyes glowing with anticipation, to Tristan it looked like a child staring at a mound of presents at Christmas time. "At any rate you Sarkon and Emily will be taking care of that little challenge, I'm sure you have plenty of goodies in your pack to get the job done".

"Sir I have enough "tricks" to destroy this entire base" Louis responds immediately.

"Good man", Tristan begins, "While you three do that Maras Zak and I will infiltrate the enemy command post either abduct or kill the generals as the situation sees fit and pull back faster than a Prophet chasing a Forerunner. At this time, provided we have escaped to a safe distance I'll want to see that armor field light up like it's Great War day, this will provide cover for our escape, if all goes according to plan I expect us to get out of here in under an hour and regroup right here", the squad nods their acquiescence to the vagueness of the plan, minor details were much better to be figured out on the spot and allowed for greater flexibility.

"I for one still fail to see why we need a non-ranger here", said Zak as he stared down Maras, she bared her mandibles at him but said nothing.

"Because Zak, she has fought one of their magic users one on one and survived, odds are we're gonna be fighting more of them and having some knowledge of how they act will be useful", Tristan tells Zak instantly quieting the older man. "At any rate you and I'll be able to keep a close eye on her, so if she does something stupid you have my permission to smack her into place", Tristan quips. He looks off to the twinkling lights of the Turian base. "Alright let's get this done people, Emily what's it look like over there?" Emily responds in a soft melodic voice, strange for a veteran soldier.

"Looks clear to me, they probably rely on their tech to alert any infiltration, unluckily for them they've never had to deal with ONI's toys". Tristan smirked; yet again the Turians were going to be taught a cruel lesson in the way of war.

"Alright let's move it out", Tristan states as he moves over to Maras, "alright this shiny new toy you're wearing is the Mk 3 ranger armor and camouflage system. It allows you to go into almost complete invisibility for over a minute with very short recharge times, to activate it just press the very handy little button on your armor interface located on your right forearm", Tristan pauses lifting up his arm so Maras could see the silvery buttons located among the midnight black of the rest of the armor. "I would only recommend using the full charge in emergencies as it greatly depletes your shields energy and can leave you stranded if you need to quickly hide from a patrol or whatnot. Or heat sigs will be perpetually hidden by a thin layer of coolant gel within the armors interior, so that also isn't a problem though I doubt these Turians would be able to detect us anyway. Finally I've taken the liberty of replacing all your firearms with human kinetic ones, realistically the ones that can be easily silenced and concealed. Again I would recommend their use to bare minimum, dead bodies or missing soldiers tend to rouse suspicion", Tristan states this all in a rather rapid fire sentence but it appears Maras receives all the information and gives a quick nod of her head as confirmation.

"Good in that case let's blow this pop stand keep your wits about you and your body hidden and I'll promise we'll get you home to Lou Yang before breakfast". With that the group activates their camouflage and glides their way out of the forest and towards the Turian camp. Maras had seen the camps layout on a holotable before trekking out on the mission but the grainy color of a holotable truly didn't do it justice. Yet again she was amazed by two things, the professionalism and swiftness of the Turian army and their apparent arrogance or ignorance. The camp was well put together with simple metal barracks and halls organized into perfect columns and rows, there wasn't a single thing out of place and it seemed every Turian knew where they were located in the massive war machine. At the same time the camp was missing such vital things that would designate a court martial if a UNSC officer was in charge of the camp. For example a barrier protecting the camp to the outside wilderness was nonexistent it was just a couple hundred feet to the forests edge to the camp, also not a single guard tower could be seen. While it was true that modern tech could very easily and efficiently monitor the surrounding area it could easily be fooled by the very equipment that she and the Rangers surrounding her were wearing, having an organic element allowed for some protection and overlap. Finally the most glaring flaw in the Turians camp was the complete lack of outer defenses, it was as if the Turian didn't think infiltration was even possible, there wasn't a single field of mines, no ditches filled with soldiers ringing the camp, there were sentry guns but it was clear that they were designed to fight off a full on assault and not to repel small threats such as the Rangers. All and all Maras was both amazed and flabbergasted.

This entire viewing put the team on edge however; they assumed it was all a ruse to lull them to a false sense of security. So it was an utter shock to them that after they did a second scan of the approach to the base nothing was found. This new found knowledge in mind the team yet again activated their camouflage and quickly strode into the camp. After crouching in the shadows cast by a small metal barracks, and not being met by any resistance the team split up to perform their designated tasks.

* * *

><p>Louis was both exited and utterly bored at the current mission. Never in his 15 years of service within the UNSC had he partaken in such an easy mission. This supposedly "secure" base was a cake walk to run through, very few patrols and absolutely no issues with detection from tech allowed him to practically stroll from cover to cover. All and all he just wanted to get this mission over with and hope for more excitement later. Of course he supposed he did get to look forward to the pleasant feeling of utterly flattening the massive armor staging area he Sarkon and Emily currently were making their way towards. Getting there had been relatively simple allow Emily, (she was the stealthiest of the three), to go first and follow her to whatever hidey hole or group of shadows she'd found. This coupled with the lack of traditional patrols to dodge and only a couple guards here or there and the trio was making record time only a few meters from the edge of the armor field. Stopping Emily from moving forward he decided he was going to reveal his plan on how to tackle the large target he was tasked with demolishing.<p>

"I've been thinking it over and from the overview of the base we were given I've came up with a plan on how to neutralize the armor" Louis began, "We can't utterly destroy the field as we don't have enough time nor explosives to effectively cover the thousands of tanks and APCs they have over there. Instead we are merely going to cripple their ability to fight, to achieve this we'll be laying explosives at the fuel depot and the munitions warehouse located at the far end of the field; this we effectively prevent the xenos from launching an armored assault until they bring in more munitions and fuel".

"Won't they still have the fuel and ordinance in the armor? And that doesn't affect the APCs nearly as critically", Sarkon critically responded.

"I'd already considered that possibility, the fuel and warehouse are only one part of the plan the second part is this", Louis responded as he swiftly removed his pack pulling out a small hexagonal metal container. Sarkon's eyes immediately lit up, and if you looked closely it almost seemed like she was drooling between her mandibles.

"Is that what I think it is?" she questions hurriedly. Louis grins stroking the smooth black metal of the container.

"Indeed it is, feast your eyes on the EQB Mk1", Louis proudly states as he shows off the container, "this little baby has the power of putting a 1 kilometer square crater in a planets crust, and we'll be putting this in the middle of the armor field".

"What exactly does it do?" Emily asked confused.

"Using incredibly unstable atoms it superheats plasma to a breaking point resulting in a controlled explosion with the heat and blast of a nuclear warhead, without all that nasty fallout", Louis answers proudly stroking the bomb, "Back at the science labs it was dubbed, "the mini earthquake", I have faith it will take care of the armor field". Emily merely nods understandingly while Sarkon continues to drool with obvious reverence to the small container in Louis' hands. "Sarkon and I will handle deploying the EQB, Emily I want you to plant these much more boring and conventional explosives at the fuel and munitions, when we're both done we'll regroup here and either meet up with Tristan's group or pull back to the forest". Both females nod and the trio slip their helmets back on while Louis hands his pack and the rest of the ordinance to Emily. They then glide forward activating camouflage and slip past the two straight backed Turian guards staring into the distance at the armor field, child's play.

Now Emily drifts off at great speeds sprinting through the shadowed hulks of the armor, avoiding the occasional patrol but for the most part simply staying uncloaked and moving as fast as possible to the depots at the far end of the field. This was too easy. Meanwhile Louis and Sarkon had already made it to the center of the field and were in the middle of priming the EQB when a damned Turian patrol came strolling through. Louis looked straight at Sarkon as he heard the dull muted thump of boots on dirt as the patrol grew closer, quickly the pair activated their camouflage and did the best they could to minimalize their profiles. The bomb was already halfway through priming it couldn't be stopped now, attempting to move it from its position would be most…._unsavory_. So both merely prayed as the 8 unit patrol neared them they would not notice the small black container and the dozens of wires connecting it to the primer. It was a vain hope.

* * *

><p>Corporal Salus Vardus hated patrols, he really did. Why did good Turians have to do the jobs that a computer program can do? The incessant marching back and forth, back and forth made him want to tear out his mandibles and in the end it achieved nothing. So it was to his great surprise and amusement that he discovered something out of the ordinary after the fifth time stomping up and down the length of the armor deployment field. It was a small black container connected to other another rectangular box by a plethora of cables and wires. Salus could swear it almost looked like the underbelly of a console. Stopping his squad with a raised fist he cautiously moved closer; this anomaly wasn't here last time. Then out of the corner of his eyes he saw, something. It was almost as if the light near the edge of one of the heavy tanks was distorted, sort of like a mirage seen in the heat of a desert. The light and shapes around it were just oddly distorted and Salus could barely make it out, he activated thermal scans on his helmets HUD but was met only by the cool blues and purples of the tank. That's when he looked at the container. It was a lukewarm green and occasionally fading into dark red as if a great cold exoskeleton was containing a great heat. Immediately he barked to his squad, "BOMB", before he dove for cover at the edge of the tank he witnessed the odd effects on; he hit something warm, and definitely not the smooth metal of the tank. His final thoughts before a black knife was thrust up his head were what the hell he was laying on, and why was it moving?<p>

* * *

><p>Louis whispered a steady spray of profanity in multiple languages as the Turian patrol halted and the leader moved near the EQB. Slowly Louis crept forward unsheathing a large serrated combat dagger preparing to rush ahead and kill the interloper. He sent a signal to Sarkon's helmet HUD telling her to prepare to neutralize the patrol, and then the Turian snapped his head and looked straight at Louis. With a sharp intake of breath Louis realized that his camouflage energy levels were reaching a fourth full and to compensate for more time the cloak was becoming slightly less effective. It would emit distortions profiling Louis' body and if one looked closely enough you could almost see his outline. Instantly freezing Louis held his breath, his heart pounding. Then the lone Turian issued that dreaded word, <em>BOMB<em> instantly Louis acted moving forward slightly the Turian jumped for cover, probably thinking the EQB was going to go off any second, it would seem the Turians were still paranoid of bombs after the minefields. Fortunately for Louis and unfortunately for the Turian he landed right on top the Ranger's crouched form, instantly pushing the Turian back he thrust his blade into the back of the Turian's head, in the chink of his armor separating his helmet from the rest of the body. Quickly pulling out his knife Louis canceled his cloak and gripped the two suppressed SMGs on his waist rushing forward he saw Sarkon do the same, nodding quickly in her direction he rushed to where the red dots on his HUD's compass were closest.

Leaping atop a small APC he sent a hail of bullets on the bodies of two Turians crouched in cover behind the vehicle, they were quickly dispatched, half a dozen small holes appearing in both of their chests as the crumpled completely to the ground. Looking around Louis ducked as he saw a third Turian rise and squeeze the trigger to the assault rifle in his hand. The loud noise rang across the forlorn field and in an instant Louis knew the game was up, sending all his power to shields and only a small fraction to the cloak emitters he ducked and rose again the smooth motion resulting in the Turian falling dead, his head half missing as this time a dozen rounds peppered a xeno. Daring a look behind him he noted that two other Turians were dead, one with its head bent at an impossible angle and the other missing a large portion of meat where its chest should be. Louis smiled; he did love the handy work of Sarkon, spotting the Sangheili brawling with the two remaining aliens he rushed forward taking one by surprise and burying it in his bulk pushing the creature to the ground and popping a SMG fire into its mouth. Rising he heard the gurgling of the last Turian as its throat was cut in one smooth motion from the large dagger in Sarkon's right hand. Dropping the now dead body to the ground she looked past Louis' shoulder and rushed at him, barreling him to the ground. He found out why a second later as a barrage of fire slammed into the tank in front of him. He gripped Sarkon tight and roared in her ears over the cacophony of the loud gun fire.

"Keep them busy, I'll take care of the EQB, we need to finish its deployment and get the hell out of here!" Louis bellowed at her helmet about where her ears would be. Not saying a word Sarkon re applied her cloak and disappeared only to reappear a few moments later _behind _the new squad as she sent a rain of controlled fire upon the two nearest targets, instantly the squad turned to face this new threat apparently forgetting Louis. Taking his chances and trusting Sarkon to provide an adequate distraction Louis rushed forward to continue the priming of the EQB. The EQB was not like most high grad explosives within the UNSC's arsenal. Most bombs of such caliber would already be automated and would merely need deployment and remote detonation. The EQB was different as the unstable atoms and plasma had to stay in separate containers until deployment. that meant the two separate parts of the bomb were kept separate and would only be connected by a rather difficult to create "bridge" connecting the two boxes that was capable of containing the unstable atoms as they moved from one box to the next all while allowing remote detonation. All in all Louis hated the current system seeing dozens of flaws in it and hoping that it will be greatly improved once the Author of the fanfiction gains more inspiration and creativity…or the R&D will just streamline it more. *cough *cough. In any case Louis was frantically at work manipulating the delicate electronics and machinery as he created the bridge and automatic detonation all while hearing the constant roar of automated fire behind him broken up by frantic cries as Sarkon cloaked and uncloaked, constantly shifting position generating great fear among the Turians as they couldn't keep track of her expertly executed stalking tactics. Louis didn't know how long he was at work; all he knew were the movements of his fingers, the intricate machinery and the gunfire surrounding him. Finally he was done, laying the last part of the trigger mechanism into place. Turning he was met face first with the barrel of a rifle. The Turian holding it made an odd half chirping noise, half screeching noise from its throat, probably trying to get Louis to surrender; bad move.

Moving in a blur Louis wrenched the gun to the side, throwing his gauntleted fist forward catching the Turian straight on the jaw. Louis was pleased to hear the cracking of bones as the Turian's jaw shattered, he quickly put the Turian out of his misery and came face to face with no less than 6 guns pointed at him. Breathing slowly out and in he recalled all of his Ranger training and came up with a plan in no less than a split second activating his camo he slid to the side as the Turians, now used to this phenomenon opened up with a large spray of fire in the general area where he was originally standing, luckily he was no longer there. He prepared himself as he sent a _get over here now! _Signal to Sarkonhe then waded straight into the Turians, SMGs blazing as he took down two of the surprised bastards in an instant that satisfaction quickly faded as his shields came under heavy fire from the 4 remaining soldiers. Louis heard the whining blare of his shields reaching critical level then a quick pop as the shields fell under the sustained fire. Hopping to the nearest Turian he ripped the gun from its talons turning the alien around to shield Louis' own body, moving quickly he backpedaled buying some time as his shields slowly recharged, cursing even more he fired a short burst from the gun in his right hand and was rewarded with yet another Turian falling to the ground. It seemed his luck was out however as the 2 others seemed to forget he was holding one of their compatriots and opened fire, his shields once again gone Louis abandoned his macabre and thrashing shield breaking the Turians neck in the process. He allowed himself to find peace as the Turians leveled their weapons upon him. he was wrenched from his reverie as he heard a strangled cry rise in front of him. Opening his eyes Louis was greeted with the oh so wonderful sight of one Turian with limbs splayed out, its face frozen in shock as a metal blade exploded from its chest. The last Turian prepared to take revenge taking aim at Louis and he knew Sarkon would not have time to stop him, yet the barrage never came.

Once again wrenching his eyes open Louis saw the Turian laying on the ground a hole gaping open in its head. Louis twirled around in search of his savior. Sighing deeply he noted the familiar black armored form of Emily as she held her smoking sniper rifle.

"I heard you needed some help", she quipped softly. Grinning Louis nods and motions for Sarkon to join him.

"Well that was hairy", Louis muttered looking around the ground strewn with Turian corpses and blood, "In any case the EQB is fully deployed and we better get out of here double time". The trio moved with great speed nearing the edge of the camp just as they heard a sharp blaring alarm spring up around the camp coupled with the sounds of Turian cries moving closer to the armor field. Louis smiled, other than the bodies they would find nothing; in addition to deploying the EQB he fitted it with a camouflage system, in hindsight he should have probably deployed that first. He hoped Tristan's group was having an easier time than this. Although Louis admitted it had been rather exciting.

* * *

><p>Tristan cursed as he heard the alarm spring about the camp, they were so close to the command post he could feel it. He knew his team hadn't been detected they had made record time with Zak taking the lead followed by Maras shadowing his every move and Tristan bringing up the rear. It had been easy as ABC, moving about the camp that was until now. The trio was hidden behind a large group of crates directly in front of the command post when suddenly they heard shots ring out in the darkness followed soon after by this accursed alarm. Now Turians were streaming out of the barracks surrounding them rushing around in various states of undress to the armor field. He was about to cancel the mission and fall back with all possible speed when he received the mission accomplished message from Louis stating that the Turians would find only bodies. Now he had to decide how to go about this rather messy task of taking out two high value targets alerted to infiltration. After a rather short and to the point deliberation with Zak (Maras awkwardly huddled to the side) it was decided the trio would continue with the operation.<p>

Utilizing the chaos of the rushing of dozens of turians around the command post the soldiers activated their cloaks and with a controlled burst of speed rushed through the throng of bodies and snuck into the open doors of the command post, right under the snouts of two Turian guards standing as stiff as a statue staring straight ahead. Tristan applauded their professionalism but yet again stomped all over their arrogance. As the trio entered the entrance they saw the rather amusing sight of a snoozing Turian guard and attendant sitting at a desk their heads flat on the table, how anyone could sleep in this racket was beyond Tristan but he took the reprieve and uncloaked he was quickly followed by Zak and Maras. Chuckling softly Zak strode forward and casually lifted the soldier's head and cut his throat, followed by the attendant. Maras stood their shocked floored to her very core at the utter brutality she just witnessed, Tristan didn't looked shocked rather he looked slightly sad as if disappointed this had to happen.

"Why in the name of the Forerunners did you do that?" She whispered fiercely. Zak only shrugged his shoulders replying.

"They were a threat, now we need to move desk had security cams, targets are down the hall 2 door on our left 2 guards flanking the door and another two positioned at the far end of the room" Zak replies wiping his knife on the armor of the Turian soldier. Shaking his head Tristan moves forward and motions for Maras to do the same.

Several moments later they are yet again stopped at a metal door they hear muffled talking behind it. Tristan motions to Zak and a moment later the older man winks from sight. Tristan sighs lowers his head for just a few seconds and grabs and pistol and flash bang grenade from his waist. It was now or never.

**10 Minutes earlier**

General Kydonos was tired and depressed. Tired at having stayed up for the second night in a row trying to deal with the mess that the arrogant Romulus had caused, depressed at the tens of thousands of Turians that were dead and the hundreds of thousands Turians like Romulus were willing to see die to achieve their goals. It seemed like those kinds of Turians were all the Hierarchy was composed of these days, young ambitious bastards who despise the rules and regulations the Hierarchy is built around and somehow find and way to survive and thrive despite that hatred. So it was left to the elders like Kydonos to pick up the pieces and rebuild. Kydonos was old and tired his scales withering and the hide underneath greying, he was ready to retire and live out his life at a nice spa in some far away world, maybe Thessia. He was interrupted from his "daydreams" by an alert on his Omnitool, clicking the beeping hologram he was rewarded by the sight of a haggard colonel standing in what looked like the armor field.

"Yes Colonel?" Kydonos asked staring at the officer's picture. The Turian hesitated as if he wasn't sure what to say.

"Well sir we've had an …infiltration", the colonel began, "but perhaps it would just be better to show you what happened". The image switched to a feed of a soldier's helmet cam, Kydonos then saw in excruciating detail the firefight that ensued, until the soldier whose helmet cam they were watching died. He was replaced by another soldier and another until the fight ended almost as quickly as it began. Throughout the entirety of the video only grainy images of a mysterious figure cloaked in shadows could be seen, sometimes there was nothing at all and the Turian soldiers only companions were the darkness and the armor surrounding them, that was until they randomly started dropping dead. It raised Kydonos' hackles and sent a shiver down his spine. He hadn't seen such horrifying images since that vid about a cable of rogue STG agents, and these mysterious super soldiers seemed to outclass the STG in every single way imaginable. He made his decision almost immediately. He walked over the nearest console and immediately issued a camp wide lockdown and alert; the Turians wouldn't be caught by surprise anymore.

"Colonel have your men do a complete sweep of the field, I want groups of a dozen at all times anything less than that and you'll be destroyed", Kydonos commanded, the Colonel saluted and the feed cut. No sooner did Kydonos here an alarm go off in the camp. Walking over to where his companion, the other rouge General Gion was seated Kydonos poured himself a copious amount of affa and tried to gather his nervous thoughts.

"What do you make of this ?" the red scaled Turian asked Kydonos

Kydonos paused, he himself didn't know quite what was going on, "I don't know Gion, these aliens were at the armor field so perhaps sabotage, they couldn't be here for us we're at least a 3 kilometers away from the armor field" Gion nodded seeming satisfied with the answer, "In any case they were detected and mischief they had planned won't work now".

No sooner had the words left Kydonos' lips before the door was pushed open, looking over Kydonos didn't see anything than a slight shimmer in the air, then a small grey cylinder landed nearly on top of him. His vision was filled with an awful all-encompassing white light and it felt like his ears were bleeding from the horrendously loud explosion, he was only saved by his lifetime experience, dropping to a prone position he gripped his pistol in his hand and waited for the light to clear from his vision.

* * *

><p>Tristan rushed into the small room as soon as the flash bang went off, running in he saw only five Turians all thrashing on the ground, immediately he put a round into each of the guards on either side of him and made his way to the stately dressed alien in the center of room. He grunted his satisfaction upon noting he was one of the generals. Throwing the shaking body out of the room he quickly motioned for Zak to detain him. It was then Tristan notice the other two guards recovering he moved to kill them but was stopped dead in his tracks when he noticed both males stiffen and slump to the floor revealing the uncloaked form of Maras holding a glistening black sword. Grinning his appreciation he was surprised by her widening eyes as she looked past him to something behind him. Turning around not even the incredible reflexes of the veteran Ranger was able to save him from the glowing purple blast the Turian behind him sent his way. Twisting Tristan lunged but was unsuccessful, he felt as if his left leg had been dipped in a bucket of razors as he was sent violently into the far wall. Looking down he realized with shock his armor was mangled and broken his foot taking on the image of ground meat with bones sticking out of it. that was all he remembered before he blacked out.<p>

* * *

><p>Maras cloaked instantly remembering the skill the magic user she fought before displayed; she was going to take no chances with this dangerous specimen. She walked up straight behind him and thrust with all her might plunging the blade clean through the ageing Turians neck. The xeno fell to its first set of knees uselessly flailing its limbs to try and attack Maras she silenced him by giving a quick yank, beheading him. The alien was silent now. Zak ran back into the room hearing the racket caused by the tenacious beheaded Turian instantly his eyes widened upon seeing Tristan.<p>

"We need to help him and get out of here", she yelled at the older man, he looked at her queerly for a few seconds.

"We can't get both him and the prisoner", Maras was shocked the sheer callousness of the man terrifying her.

"I assure you I can manage him, you worry about your precious prisoner", She spat back vehemently.

"Fine, but if you fall behind I leave you behind". She didn't say a word only striding over to Tristan after gingerly applying medi gel to his mangled foot she scooped him up into her arms and walked over to Zak. He was pretty much in the same situation except he had the Turian general roughly tied up and slung over one shoulder like it was a corpse. Looking at her he applied his camouflage (which extended to the Turian) and crept back down the hall. Mirroring his movements she did the same, only activating Tristan's own cloak so she didn't waste excess power. It was a long and sometimes heart pounding escape from the camp but in time Maras was rewarded with the wonderful sight of the forest and 3 more green dots appearing on her HUD. She nearly collapsed with relief, and in one shorter run from the edge of the camp to the forest she was safe.

"Shit, what happened to the Lieutenant?!" Maras was dimly aware of Louis' panicked cry but the rest faded as her body extreme weariness from the weeks abuses caught up to her. She didn't know how long she was out, probably not very long, but she was awakened by a shake to her shoulder.

"Hey sleeping beauty wake up you'll miss the fireworks", she looked back at Louis' face blinking repeatedly trying to get the pain from behind her eyes to go away. Standing up she noticed he had a detonator in his right hand and was repeatedly stroking the big obvious red button in the center. No sooner did she stand and look back to the Turian camp did he press down on it. There was silence for all of two seconds, and then the air was filled with fire. Great gout of light and energy erupted from the center f the Turian camp even from this distance, kilometers away; Maras could feel the awesome heat being generated from the explosion. When the shockwave hit, a soft muffled thump Maras felt deep in her chest, despite all of the night's horrors and Tristan's current wounded state Louis had a look of Euphoria over him. Maras reminded herself to stay far, far away from him in the future.

**A/N. Well this took a long time to get to you guys. From going to band camp and discovering the wonder that is the Total war series I have been away from writing for an ungodly long amount of time. As for this chapter I'm kind of meh about it and I only really did it on request, as you can tell I'm not the best at writing stealthy encounters. You guys decide if you want me to do more of this kind of material however and I promise I'll get better. By the way I'm very disappointed in you all for not discovering the very subtle Star Wars reference in the previous chapter, it's subtle but it's there. Also I stress the fact that you're guys criticism is what inspires me to write (I'm kind of a review whore) so either please stroke my ego or strike me down for being a horrible writer either way I'd really love it if you guys reviewed and told me what you think. At that I leave you at the cliffhanger to the epic conclusion of the Battle of Lou Yang until then, JoetheHighlord out.**


	7. What the Future holds

_There are no morals in politics; there is only expedience. A scoundrel may be of use to us just because he is a scoundrel. -Vladimir Lenin, Russian Revolutionary _

**Chapter 7 **

**What the Future Holds; an intermission of sorts**

**June 3****rd****, 2650, Serpent Nebula the Citadel Presidium**

The lights of the Citadel were always on, harsh and synthetic. The cruel white beams destroyed any sense of peace and realism that might be felt at the presidium. The entire affair of simulated sky and atmosphere felt like a bad joke. The sky was obviously fake, the skycars roaring overhead adding to the awful cacophony, add in the constant hustle and bustle of tens of thousands of people going about their day and all you have is a glorified shopping mall. At least that's what one Turian thought.

Mr. Cadmus Arinus Vakarian was a simple Turian, while some may think his life as a savvy and wealthy business Turian may make him seem important and snobbish to him it was the exact opposite. He didn't like the hustle and bustle of the big cities, the annoying politicians and fellow executives of businesses. No he preferred the quiet of the humble colonies, the ones you could where you could go for a walk and not see signs of civilization for miles, those were the kind of things he enjoyed. So the prospect of having to spend the next few months at the Citadel on behalf of his boss, the Turian Councilor, was probably going to result in the consumption of many anti migraine medication. Still he supposed he rarely got to see his children as both of them lived on the Citadel working for C-Sec this would be a good chance to catch up with the pair. The walk back to his apartment suite was for the most part the same as always, he walked on the far right, bought a single cup of affa and a pastry at his favorite bakeshop and proceeded to go straight home at a rather brisk pace. Today however felt different it just felt wrong, wherever he looked he saw things out of the ordinary mostly people.

On his daily walk back and forth he had noticed the many patterns that the citizens of the presidium made and for the most part it stayed true, but today there were slight…discrepancies. For example a shop being closed there, a pair of C-Sec guards that always stood at that one spot overlooking a bridge was missing and even the occasional missing person who always sat or stood at the same spot at this particular time. For the most part Cadmus was able to shake it off as his being on edge in a crowded place, but he couldn't quite shake that sense of unease. So it was a great load of his mind when he finally saw the squat white building that composed the apartments he shared with his children.

Nodding slightly to the two Turian guards standing at the entrance he made his way up to his private office. Deciding to take a few hours for himself afterwards he'd check on Garrus and Solana, his children. Settling in for a nice night in Cadmus grabbed a glass of mulled cider and sat down in his living room, doing his best just to relax. Flicking on his vidscreen, he slid further into the well upholstered couch and was soon having trouble keeping his eyes open. The last thing he remembered clearly was an annoying infovid about something called "The Zham-Wow".

* * *

><p>Cadmus was having a wonderful dream. In it he was walking along some unnamed garden world, completely untamed by civilization. He went where no others had gone before his eyes beholding natural wonders and undiscovered beauty. Soon he found himself at the peak of a massive mountain; he could see farther than he had ever done so before his eyes trailing over the massive sea of green that composed the valley below him. Turning he noticed the roiling black clouds that designated a storm growing and steadily approaching. Suddenly lightning arched from the bottom of one titanic cloud stretching down with crackling energy till it touched the ground with a majestic light show. The sound waves finally reached Cadmus and he heard the loud report of thunder as the flash faded from sight<p>

With a flash of light and another thunderous boom Cadmus realized the storm was growing to close. Frantically he fled down the mountain seeking the lowest ground possible, but it almost seemed like he couldn't move as fast, his fast superturian speed from earlier replaced by the slow meander akin to an Elcor. The lightning was getting all to close and common now, flashes illuminating the now dark valley as sheets of rain poured down from the heavens quenching the short lived fires created by the blasts. With each thunderous boom the beams of light grew closer, until it felt like his ears may begin to bleed from the sound.

The storm soon picked up an unnatural evil nature; the rain turning into massive clouds of hail that struck the ground with a short barely noticeable pitter patter greatly muted by the much louder thunder. Just as Cadmus finally reached the basin of the valley time seemed to slow, the hail all but stopped and he heard only one thunderous boom before all turned to white.

* * *

><p>Panting like a varren Cadmus jumped up from his position on the couch. He cringed for several seconds and looked around him in horror as he heard the same thunder as in his dream now only muted. Cursing to himself at what was probably children playing unattended he groggily got up and made his way to the door. He quickly made his way to the door as the noises down below suddenly and sharply stopped, replaced by a queer silence that made Cadmus want to scratch his scales off.<p>

Suddenly the door to the emergency staircase burst open, one of Cadmus' guards sprinting out of the door.

"Mr. Vakarian, you need to get out of here! We're under-"the Turian didn't manage to finish his sentence as he suddenly slumped to the floor, blood pooling around his head. With a start Cadmus saw 3 midnight dressed turians standing at the bottom of the staircase, one holding a rifle. Seeing him they opened fire. His former instincts of a C-sec agent coming back to him Cadmus immediately hit the floor and rolled out of the way as soon as he saw the mysterious assailants. Using his Omnitool he overloaded the door to the stairwell running as fast as he could to Garrus' and Salona's suites. Scooping up the gun on the way he saw to his grim realization that the attackers were cutting through the door.

Running on his way he passed the elevators and saw that someone was coming up, Cadmus simply sprinted by; he didn't have the codes to stop the elevator and didn't have time to hack it, he needed to get to his children. After a short run that had the middle aged Turian gripping his sides in exhaustion he reached his children's wing of the floor. His desperation grew as he saw the two Turians guarding the wing were dead, the window nearest to them shattered from the outside. Inside the room he heard the muffled sound of wood splintering and glass shattering.

Running inside at speeds he didn't know he was capable anymore he saw three of the unknown Turians lying on the floor clearly dead. another two were grappling fiercely over what looked like the remnants of a coffee table. Recognizing Solana as one of the combatants he waited until the assailant had his back to him, Cadmus then put three small shards of metal through the pyjack's head. As what was obviously an assassin fell to the floor Solana stared at her father for 3 seconds before she rushed forward and launched a hug upon him her shoulders wracked with sobs, he realized why easily enough; Solana had never killed before the three other dead Turians were likely dispatched by her. He awkwardly hugged her back truly unsure what to do other than to say, "it's alright, it's alright", a couple times. Slowly she peeled away from him, her crying stopped but still having a haunted look in her forest green eyes. Suddenly he realized with a start Garrus was nowhere in sight.

"Where's your brother?" he asked worriedly scanning the hall for the fore mentioned Turian. He was interrupted by a familiar gravelly voice.

"I'm right here, sorry but I didn't feel I should interrupt the family bonding, some of our "friends" also wanted to have a word with me. It was a short and to the point conversation", the voice said. Twisting around Cadmus felt his heart finally still at the sight of his son unharmed, covered in Turian blood but unharmed all the same.

"You're attacked by unknown Turians, guards you have known you entire life die defending you but you still find it necessary to interject humor?" Cadmus asked exasperated at his son. "Well at least I know you'll never change". Garrus parted his mandibles to interject but was interrupted by the sound of boots behind the sealed door to the hall. There were more of them.

"Normally I'd suggest we teach these ignorant fools who they're dealing with, but I think we'd run into a few snags with that plan" Garrus finally said after a few seconds of messing with his Omnitool. Waving his arm the vidscreen turned on to the image of the security cam in the hall, there were more assassins. At least a dozen in fact all stacking up to breach the room several glowing with the purple barriers of biotics.

"Sounds like you're finally thinking with your head", Cadmus said to his son, "Are there any other ways out of here?"

"There's a fire escape connected to the window of my room", Solana offered, "But it leads down to the courtyard, and if I had to hazard a guess they'll be more of those attackers outside".

"It certainly beats dying in this Spirit forsaken apartment, let's go", Cadmus decided heading for Solana's room, "Grab a weapon and go, we don't have much time". Solana picked up a Vindicator battle rifle lying on the floor while Garrus merely cradled the Mantis sniper rifle in his hands, hesitantly picking up a pistol from the floor as well. As one the trio moved out Solana's window and after making sure the coast was clear they climbed down to the alley below.

"Well no time like the present", Cadmus whispered to himself as he cautiously moved forward into the courtyard. Seeing no one he straightened and motioned for his children to follow. Cadmus truly was disturbed though, by the lack of civilians and by the lack of law enforcement; C-Sec should be crawling all over this place by know. Seeing no other assassins and assuming they had given them the slip he allowed himself a small victory he smiled to himself. That was until 6 black dressed Turians stepped out from cover and began shooting at him and his children. The three dived for the nearest cover but it did them no good as Cadmus saw the assassins from earlier climbing down the fire escape taking potshots at him as they went. Seeing no other option Cadmus roared over the crackle of the gunfire at Garrus and Solana.

"You two, I want you to run for, don't stop moving and don't look back; I'm going to buy you some time", he shouted. Garrus had a look of incredulity on his face however.

"Have you been snorting Red sand? We're not leaving you!" he shouted back indignantly.

"YES you are, you'll be killed if you stay here", his point was accented by a puff of stone as the concrete fountain he was ducked behind was hit by a awry round, "Listen to me, once you get to safety find Dr. Mordin Solus, he's ex STG owes me a bunch of favors back from my years at C-Sec; he'll know what to do. Whatever you do DON'T stay on the citadel!" Garrus moved to argue further but was stopped by Solana resting a hand on his shoulder.

"Dad's right", she said all the while looking straight into her father's eyes, "We have to go now, it's the only way". Finding himself outnumbered Garrus shut his mouth but he looked like he wanted to kill every other Turian in sight.

"Good girl", Cadmus admired, "You remind me so much of your mother, keep a close eye on Garrus don't let him do anything to stupid. And Garrus please don't dwell on this moment; it's not your fault. Now Run, and know your father will always love you!" as the last words passed Cadmus' mandibles he sprung to his feet assault gun blaring as he took down one attacker, then another and another. Instantly every single assassin focused fire on this much more important threat. Cadmus felt the first few rounds enter his chest as he stumbled to the ground. He looked off into the distance and saw that Garrus and Solana had disappeared having run off after he made his move. Slowly the constant fire died down, but he didn't notice; he was beyond worrying about this mortal coil. He fell backwards to the ground. In his last lucid moments of life the fake sky of the Presidium almost looked real, it was a comforting sight.

* * *

><p>In the distance a certain Turian watched Cadmus' final moments impassively. His talons dancing across his Omnitool for a few moments until the image of his Lord, Bruttianus, appeared.<p>

"My Lord, Cadmus has been taken care of; however the children escaped, should we give chase?" the assassin asked Bruttianus.

"Nay, there are no witnesses where your men are currently are stationed giving chase would only require paying off more people", Bruttianus replied.

"The children are witnesses and members of C-Sec to boot".

"It will not matter they have already been expelled from C-Sec and none will take the word of impressionable younglings to heart".

"The name Vakarian is well respected", the assassin argued.

"Not after today", Bruttianus replied coldly ending the argument, "I will not risk the plan for the sake of two hopeless fools. Now if there is nothing else give my regards to Executor Pallin, his expertise regarding C-Sec and the Citadel were most handy**"**.

"It will be done my lord".

**One Week later, Serpent Nebula the Citadel Council chambers**

It came to be known as the Purges. With one savage strike in the span of a week after Sparatus' official death confirmation Bruttianus made his bid for complete power. Those few poor souls who remained loyal to Sparatus' conservative party after his death were all but annihilated, throughout a complete blackout of the media took place in the Hierarchy. It had all culminated when an Asari Matriarch sent by Tevos herself tried to enter Palaven space the Turian Commodore guarding the relay then threatened the immediate removal of all Turian fleets patrolling Asari space if the Asari ship continued to try to enter the Hierarchy. Luckily for the stubborn Matriarch the Purges were all but over at this point and the Hierarchy emerged from its complete blackout…as the New Turian Republic. It was all just a great facade though, the senate and "Supreme Chancellor" being nothing more than puppets to where the real power lay; the "Committee of Galactic Safety", which of course was headed by Bruttianus. Add in that he was "unanimously voted" in as Sparatus' replacement on the council and it didn't take a Salarian super genius to understand he was the mastermind behind the literal thousands of deaths that had racked the Hierarchy the last few days. These thoughts whirled through the ancient Asari Councilor as she considered the bastard himself as he sat before him, to tell the truth she had no idea what to do.

It was quite apparent as soon as the Hierarchy, no the Turian Republic, reemerged on the galactic scene that Bruttianus was either in complete power or he was a mastermind of propaganda on a titanic scale. 'Probably both' Tevos thought; it obviously took a sort of genius to plan this seamless of a coup and execute it perfectly. In any case the Turian population and leadership was firmly behind Bruttianus as he made sweeping reform and legislature within the Republic, and now he was sitting right next to her in the seat of a councilor complete in his cradle of power, she decided it was time to make her move.

"You must think we are fools", her words were bitter and did little to contain there spite. To Tevos' astonishment Bruttianus did not react in the slightest he continued to sit in his chair staring at his Omnitool as he read the latest headlines coming from the Republic; probably making sure they fit his standards. She looked at Valren, the Salarian Councilor, but she merely shrugged her shoulders and looked back at Bruttianus. Bruttianus didn't seem to even notice the seething Asari councilor.

"You may have fooled the Hierarchy be we are not blinded, we know what you are and what you have done", Tevos continued her tirade her animosity to the withered Turian coming out in full force, "But you are an idiot if you think either of us will ever accept you as councilor!" Again Bruttianus did not react, he did nothing in fact but made several sharp motions on his Omnitool before letting the orange glow fade and slowly putting his arm down. Finally he leveled his gaze to the raging Asari in front of him, if Tevos didn't know better it would have looked like he was almost amused.

"My dear, dear Tevos whatever have I done to warrant such hate from you?" He asked his voice silky and smooth, a complete contradiction to how Tevos was spitting out her words. That put her over the edge his calm, "ignorant demeanor" made her want to rip her crests out.

"You know EXACTLY what you have done you insufferable old bird! You murdered Councilor Sparatus, murdered thousands of innocent Turians, all so you could play being king!" Finally Tevos got the reaction she had wanted although it was lacking to a great degree. Bruttianus locked eyes with her seeming to forget completely about Valern; slowly and impassively he waved his hand as the orange glow of an Omnitool yet again appeared.

"I say this only now as I have disabled any possible recording equipment within the entire tower, a precaution I thought you should have known well", his words were dispassionate like scolding a disobedient child, "I hate this Council, I hate this chair I hate both of you and what you represent. I would like nothing more than to completely withdraw from the Council altogether but I cannot; a Turian most always be on the Council and what better to send than the best. For the sake of unity you may hate me all you want and I will hate you but we must continue to _endure _or the galaxy will fall on us like varrens on a group of pyjacks". To say that Tevos was stunned was an understatement she completely didn't know what to say, she sputtered pointlessly for a few seconds but finally found her center and retaliated.

"My hatred is irrelevant; you have broken crimes against the galaxy and must be punished. You have murdered a Councilor and committed a bloody coup of a council species. There can be no other compromise than your immediate step down or the Asari will remove you from power, I know I speak for Valern when I say the Salarians will stand with us in that event". Tevos gives her ultimatum laying her final hand, she KNEW not even Bruttianus would be crazy enough to risk a galactic war to retain power. Bruttianus said nothing looking queerly at the pair for a few seconds before he spoke again his voice soft deadly and completely serious.

"Listen carefully for I will only say this once. I speak for ALL Turians of the Republic, if you attempt to remove me or any Turians from power we will abandon the Citadel, if you attempt to recreate the old Hierarchy we WILL abandon the Citadel, if you attempt to go to war with us we WILL destroy you without a seconds thought. And if I am…removed you can be assured to know _Councilor _Tevos that a certain little known beacon of the Asari will become a well-known beacon for the entire galaxy!"

Tevos' blood drained from her face she felt herself grow faint; 'how did he know of the beacon of Athame?! If the knowledge of the Prothean VI ever became public information she knew the entire Asari race would be doomed for centuries'. She decided at that point he had gone too far and he would be removed. damn politics and damn the rest of the galaxy, the safety and prosperity of the Asari came before anything else in the galaxy and that beacon was their only trump card. She merely gritted her teeth and tried to ignore Valern when she started asking what Bruttianus was talking about she didn't notice him leaving the room, Tevos in fact knew very little at this point her world having descended into one very simple phrase. Bruttianus must die.

* * *

><p><strong>AN I know this Is quite the change of pace from the rest of the story but I said earlier that this wouldn't be the standard first contact war of, "turians invade Shanxi, they get their asses kicked humans invade citadel and force a peace with the council" I have decided the only way that a war would truly last was if there was a viable and good reason on both sides. With that said I needed to have something that will…renovate the council into something that will be much more willing to go to war with the NSA. I can understand if you guys don't like the way I'm taking this story so feel free to leave any MAJOR concerns and I'll address them and you may convince me to even change the plotline if you present your cases well enough. On another note it has recently come to my attention (big shout out to Solrac III) that I have made a little oops regarding the Kig-Yar in this story, according to Canon some actually sided with the Separatists. that said I would like you guys to help me in deciding on how I should integrate them into the NSA. Finally let it be known that the epic conclusion the battle of Lou Yang is almost done as well and you won't have to wait much longer until that is posted as well. Until than I yet again beg that you guys review and –JoetheHighlord out. **


	8. The Battle of Lou Yang Part 3

_We knew the world would not be the same. A few people laughed, a few people cried. Most people were silent. I remembered the line from the Hindu scripture, the Bhagavad Gita; Vishnu is trying to persuade the Prince that he should do his duty and, to impress him, takes on his multi-armed form and says, 'Now I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds.' I suppose we all thought that, one way or another._

_-Dr. J Robert Oppenheimer, advent of the Atomic age_

**The Battle of Lou Yang: Part 3**

**Shanxi System June 15 2650, Turian base camp**

It was in a word immense. A massive smoking blackened crevice in the ground that stretched for an epic distance, about a kilometer in diameter and depth it was almost a perfect square of destruction and it was right in the middle of the Turian camp. Romulus viewed the destruction with a tightening in his chest; over half of his mechanized ground units were destroyed, nonexistent and just like that the Turian cracked, the entire week and a half of crazed warfare with the wildly advanced race had left the poor general a ruined wreck. He cradled himself as he saw the wanton destruction, the proof that these aliens were nothing more than barbarians willing to corrupt their world with nuclear weapons to destroy their enemies. They NEEDED to be destroyed; they needed to be shown the true light of civilization and Romulus was going to lead them to that light; first he just needed to stomp on them a little bit. Considering the situation he was in he should have been enraged, terrified or saddened he was neither, he was calmly smiling as his aircraft finally touched down on the outskirts of the Turian camp. Romulus wanted nothing else than order the final charge into that spirits forsaken city and kill every non Turian in sight; the Marshal was mad. His second in command, the recently appointed General Gaius came running to the mantis drop ship only bothering to hastily salute as he walked over to Romulus.

"Sir, what are you doing here?" He asked clearly confused at Romulus' erratic behavior. Romulus gazed back at Gaius his eyes drifting across the Turian as if he really wasn't focusing on his features.

"I had to see it for myself Gaius, see it in all its glory" Romulus cryptically responded as he gazed across the plains at only something he could see. "We must march we must destroy them, we must destroy them all!" His mad words reached a fevered pitch as he looked at the alien city, the rising star bathing it in a holy orange glow.

"Sir I beg you we cannot continue this battle, the aliens have won we have lost here; over half of our armor is gone and a third of our soldiers are dead! If we continue this battle any longer we won't win", the General's voice was pleading and it spoke with great wisdom but Romulus was far beyond reason, these pathetic barbarians had embarrassed him for the last time; the Commodore would have his alien planet. His words were absolute as he gazed at the Turian general.

"At nightfall, you will lead an invasion with all of our remaining forces, infantry, armor, fighters, gunships all of it. And you will take that city if the last Turian dies raising our flag!" his anger clearly brokered no argument his stroking of his pistol should have been a warning to Gaius, it was not.

"Field Marshal, I will not! The Republic was meant to create a government where we are not subservient and dumb grunts blindly following foolish orders. I have served you to the best of my ability but I see now that you are unfit for command! I will not order 500,000 Turians to their deaths!" Gaius finally had enough his love of his soldiers finally overwhelming his fear of Romulus. Romulus said nothing for a long time shaking slowly as he took deep, deep breathes. His guards stood tensely looking as if they knew what was going to happen next.

"You are defying your commanding officer?"

"Yes".

Romulus ripped his pistol from its holster unfolding it as he went and sent a single shard of metal through Gaius' head; the Turian was dead before he hit the ground.

"Look well!" Romulus shouted at all the Turians surrounding him, "This is the price of failure and insubordination!" he pointed at the still warm corpse of Gaius, suddenly he straightened and looked around until he found the highest ranking officer who had seen the fiasco, "You Commander you are now General and you will be leading the final assault at dusk, is that clear?" To the Turian commander's credit he did not quiver, he did not waver he held his ground and saluted Romulus as if the shooting had not even taken place. Romulus gazed over to the city already forgetting everything that just transpired; his universe completely devolved into an all-consuming desire to see the city burn to the ground.

**6 hours later Lou Yang Bunker **

Tristan remembered pain a lot of pain, he remembered hitting the wall and then nothing but black. He remembered being picked up and later being set down, he remembered an awful loud bang, and thump in the chest as if someone had shot a shotgun in his ear and punched him in the chest simultaneously finally he remembered the sweet smell of fresh air, only to be replaced by the cold dank of something deep underground. Then he recalled white lights, hushed tones and beeping consoles and then once again there was nothing. Finally after what seemed like an eternity of nothing but black and waiting, the white lights started to return as well as the beeping. Slowly but surely Tristan reentered the land of the living his eyes glazed as he gazed about his surroundings.

The first thing he noticed was that he was underground; he hated being underground there were far too few places to hide and generally only a couple ways out. The second thing he noticed was he was sitting in a medical clinic, lying in a generic white cot that existed in a small row that stretched for a few dozen cots in either direction of Tristan. He was glad to notice that very few of the cots were occupied. His mind tried to work out why he was sitting in a hospital when it all came back to him; the mission the attack on the command post being hit by the Generals magic and hitting the wall, grimacing he slowly lifted the sheets of his cot determined not to flinch when he looked at the state of his foot. To his great relief it was whole, pink raw and sore as all seven hells, but whole all the same. Tristan decided that he was going to make the largest donation he could to whoever invented medigel. Hearing a commotion he looked up to see the familiar forms of his squad.

"Well, well, well if it isn't sleeping beauty rising from her eternal slumber!" Arrived Louis' taunting voice, "What's wrong, did Cinderella cut her foot on a glass slipper?" Louis good naturedly ribbed at Tristan. Tristan looked up at his squad not being able to help as a smile spread across his face.

"Private Louis, as your commanding officer I respectfully command you to piss off!" Louis merely waved his hands as he and the rest of the Rangers pulled over a chair to the cot.

"So tell me oh fragile one, what was it like to be blasted apart by xeno magic?" Emily asked Tristan her usually reserved side being put aside, jumping on the opportunity get a rise out of her commanding officer.

"As I don't feel like being court martialed for sexual harassment I will not tell you to piss off, and only suggest that you tread lightly around the subject of being attacked by magic", he replied with a huff. Finally Zac decided to speak up the unusually quiet man speaking softly.

"Alright, alright let the man rest he's gone through enough without having his entire squad calling him a Disney princess". Tristan grinned his approval but as usual the aloof man just nodded in response.

"So tell me what exactly happened when I was out? All I really remember is being hit by the hacking magic user", Tristan demanded from the squad.

"Well we succeeded obviously, armor field got blown to hell, one of the generals was kidnapped and no one died!" Louis faltered for a moment and then added with a snicker, "well at least no one who didn't deserve dying". The entire squad laughs save Zac who merely smiles as he yet again stands apart from the squad.

"Oh, that reminds me", began Tristan, "Just how in the Hell did you get caught?!" he roars at the combined pair of Sarkon and Louis. The pair proceeds to tell their side of the story to Tristan, followed up by Zac who calmly (and with much fewer "heroics") told Tristan what happened after he was knocked out.

"Oh and I can't resist this one Lieutenant, but who does it feel to know that you, the awesome one man army of a ranger that you were saved by a Militia captain?!" Louis asked yet again delving into the wonderful aspect of teasing his CO. Tristan was about to respond opening his mouth before the door on the very far right shot open to admit a rather flustered looking nurse.

"Alright alright, let the man bloody rest; lord knows he's going to need it with the way he treats his body" she said as she stalked down the aisle of cots. She was a middle aged woman, with silver hair and a kindly attitude about her, her accent was of European decent but Tristan couldn't quite place it he wanted to say French. "Ok, shoo you lot; visiting time is over time for good old military medical procedure". As she continued to move down the hall the Rangers get up replacing the chairs to their original places and slowly shuffle out of the field hospital. The doctor taped a few times on her holopad before she nodded to her satisfaction and looked up at Tristan.

"Hello Lieutenant, I am Dr. Karin Chakwas, and I'm currently responsible to make sure you don't horribly disfigure your body again", she said in an amused tone.

"An admirable goal I'm sure, but fairly pointless in the grand scheme of things" Tristan replied.

"Too true I'm sure", she said dryly, "But I can at least make sure you don't go demolishing that foot of yours again for a little while. To that effect I'm sure you'd like to know all the dirty details about what happened to your fairly "abused appendage"", Tristan nodded, needing to know if he'd be able to continue fighting or if he'd be on leave the rest of the siege. Seeing his agreement Dr. Chakwas gave him her holopad showing a detailed diagram of what Tristan assumed was his foot.

"The "Magical attack" that hit your foot was from tests run on our "willing Turian test subject" discovered to be some form of dark energy somehow manipulated by these aliens in doing multiple physics defying things such as, limited teleportation, telekinesis, stasis fields, and incredibly unstable dark energy fields that can be used to as a form of combat viciously ripping apart anything it touches", Tristan grimaces remembering the horrible pain as he was hit by the Turian's purple beam of light, "In your case you were in luck as your shields and armor saved you from the worst of the blow, while your foot did suffer extensive muscle, tissue and bone damage the timely application of medigel stabilized its condition and allowed us to regrow and repair the damage that had occurred".

"So you're saying I got incredibly lucky?" Tristan asked, gingerly moving his foot around noting to his pleasure only a slight tingling accompanied the movement. The Dr nodded her yes, replying.

"If you didn't have shields you would probably be dead. But dwelling on what could happen won't help anyone, and will only prevent me from helping others. So I'm sure you're wondering if you'll be able to walk, well I have good news and bad news: the good news is that you'll be fine to put weight on the foot right away, the bad news is General Williams has ordered that you and the rest of the Rangers meet him for a special assignment, my guess is you won't be fighting the rest of the battle", Chakwas informed him pulling a small tube from her white lab coat, "This is heavy duty Medigel, you should be fine but just to be sure apply this to your entire foot every 8 hours for the next 3 weeks". Tristan nodded grabbing the tube. The doctor then made a few more swift taps on the holopad before she informed him he was free to go and that his uniform was at the foot of his bed.

As she walked off Tristan hurriedly dressed in the grey blue uniform before he walked out of the hospital only slightly limping as he moved along. He hoped whatever General Williams had in mind didn't involve a high speed chase.

* * *

><p>"You've been doing this long enough prisoner 24300 do what we want and we won't have to get messy in there", the words blared from a loudspeaker within a small 5 by 5 meter cell surrounded by glass walls containing one very irate Turian.<p>

Cornelius or prisoner 24300 as the xenos called him had been in and out of this cell for the past week and a half since his capture, throughout which they had made him go through a plethora of tests, from doing simple biotic capabilities to having to urinate in a plastic cup provided by the bastards. To say he was annoyed at this point was a SEVERE understatement. Still he supposed he could be in worse places…like he could be dead…or he could be listening to a Hanar priest. To tell the truth Cornelius couldn't think of to many worse things than what he had to do right now.

Sighing he gave up the game and indulged his captors by focusing his biotic abilities and rushing forward at breakneck speeds, cleanly eviscerating the flimsy target in front of him. It was like this just about every day, he was paraded into this cell, forced to do endless tests for what he assumed were scientists and military officers, and then march back to his cell and repeat. So it was of surprise to him when there was a change to the usual routine. A group of 5 more xenos marched through the small lab doors, 4 of them were the Asari creatures while the other was one of the split jaws, the quintet quickly walked up to the most stately dressed xeno in the room, Cornelius assumed it was a high ranking officer. While it was a small difference it was one of the only that ever occurred within this abysmal lab and Cornelius would be damned if he wasn't going to observe every second.

* * *

><p>"General Williams, 24th UNSC Rangers D squad reporting for duty", snapped off Tristan as he saluted the general.<p>

"At ease soldier", the general ordered as he returned the salute, "You're probably wondering why I have called you and your squad here", Tristan nodded he was indeed wondering what was so important that Williams immediately recalled him from the field hospital. "If you and your squad would follow me we shall have this discussion in more private quarters", pausing for a moment Williams for whatever reason called Maras over to join them; she was currently standing guard just outside the glass cell's door. When Tristan sent her a questioning glance she merely shrugged her shoulders, clearly as confused as the Rangers were. The group then maneuvered out of the austere lab and found themselves in an even more Spartan meeting room. Gesturing for the them to take a seat at the central table Williams walked over to the console on the far side of the room and after fiddling with it for several seconds succeeded in bringing up a 3d hologram of Lou Yang, along with the three Turian camps, one of which was abandoned.

"As I'm sure you are aware we are in quite the delicate situation", Tristan snorted; delicate didn't quite describe what was going on, "We are under siege by hostile xeno forces, outnumbered three to one and will not be receiving reinforcements from Arcturus until late tomorrow night. Now one would think with the rate things have been going at this would be of comfort; the Turians have been slow and sluggish in their assault, after the first abysmal attack content to wait for the complete landing of their forces. We managed to buy time with the destruction of the armor field at their main camp but that was only a delaying maneuver and our time is up", as the general continued his briefing concerned glances were exchanged among the group, uneasy about what the General might be alluding to.

"What are you saying General? Are the Turians finally gearing up for an assault?" Zac asked worriedly.

"It is far worse than that I fear; not only are the Turians attacking the movements we have been observing all day indicate they our sending everything they have at us in one massive push. I would have been able to weather maybe about half of what they our sending us, but if what I and the rest of high command think is true we won't survive the night", growls emanated from both Sarkon and Maras at that while the humans merely sat and pondered the disturbing revelation as they themselves watched the proof in the form of holograms of entire legions of Turians distributing themselves around the city. One thing nagged at Tristan's mind more than this though.

"With all due respect sir why are we being told this behind the backs of everyone else? It all seems…covered up", Tristan queried voicing his confusion. General Williams took a long time to reply, knowing that this would probably be more difficult than the up and coming battle.

"I am informing you all now behind closed doors because I need you 6 to leave Lou Yang _before_ the battle commences", silence pervaded the room for all of fifteen seconds before Tristan finally replied.

"Why?"

"Because, those Turian captives we have in the room there are the single most important asset we have in this war, if we are to strike them where it hurts we need information; the general has that. If we want to find a way to combat, or create our own _biotics_ we need that Turian in the lab. To that point you are going to remove them from any danger of falling back into enemy hands", Williams elaboration did make since but Tristan was still angry about the specifics, before he could voice his concerns Emily spoke up asking the exact thing he was about to question.

"But why send us, why the Rangers?" Williams paused for a moment, clearly caught off guard by this question.

"Because you are the most suited for the task, if anyone can make sure those POWs get out of here it will be you lot. As for Captain Maras, well I truly didn't make that call; in the end it was decided by Lord Hood that the best way to combat these biotics is to send the closest thing we have to an expert combating them", again Williams explanation was sound but Maras merely gave a Sangheili frown at Williams, doing little to contain her loathing at the idea of abandoning her home and comrades. Tristan thought it over for a moment and decided he saw no other flaws with the idea and from a strategic standpoint it made perfect sense; the POWs were very important to the soon to be war and the battle would compromise their security astronomically.

"Very well, where are we being sent?" he asked. Williams once again manipulated the hologram, changing the image from the city to a mountain range that Tristan knew was only several dozen kilometers outside the outskirts of Lou Yang.

"When the 4th R&D was destroyed there was a slight, shall we say _mutiny_ all covenant species forcibly removed human personnel and officers before their ships were destroyed, save two frigates that carrying only humans shuttled the escape pods to Shanxi", the Rangers, particularly the humans raised their brows at this though they had the correct inkling of it having something to do with honor. The general continued, "You will be moved to this location via a cloaked phantom transport, at which Captain McHenery of the 4th R&D will provide more details. Any questions?" though in truth Tristan loathed leaving the fight and he knew so did the rest of the group he knew better than trying to argue with the general.

"Only one: when do we leave?"

And so it was that 2 hours later Tristan found himself strapped to the seat of a repurposed Phantom drop ship preparing to leave one of Lou Yang's six vertical runways and hanger bays. He noted to his immense relief that the Turian "biotic" was peacefully dozing asleep three chairs away from him, forget the fact that his arms were bound and that at least 2 guns were pointed at his general direction at all times. He looked around seeing that all the Rangers and Maras had arrived and was strapped in awaiting take off, although he had heard that getting Maras here had eventually taken two bonded Mgalekgolo dragging her down the hallway; at least she had the decency not to kick and scream. He also found to his slight amusement and pleasure that the doctor who had overseen his stay and surgery in the hospital was coming as well, something about being an expert on alien physiology or something like that. In any case Tristan was glad he'd at least have one confirmed sane person on the ride with them.

Finally after what seemed like hours the pilot flying the phantom made sure everyone was strapped in and after a quick check of stealth systems slowly lifted out of the hanger.

A sense of unease filled the city as the transport flew by; the city was a ghost town the only signs of life were the occasional patrol or defensive hard point though it looked like UNSC soldiers were scrambling around to improve and create more of those defensives as quickly as possible. Tristan admitted he felt a strike of shame as the craft zipped by, abandoning thousands of soldiers to the mercy of Turians, Tristan wrestled with the guilt tried to subdue it and destroy it but wasn't too successful overall. He could only imagine what Maras felt like. His hatred of the Turians increased tenfold at that point.

* * *

><p>The fading light of the systems star painted the city of Lou Yang in an ethereal glow, the city skyline standing defiant even as it stood slightly diminished before the Turian onslaught. For many, many moments nothing happened, the two armies and commanders holding bated breath as it seemed the entire galaxy was watching this moment on this forlorn plain. Then it began.<p>

The Turian well-disciplined hordes were unleashed, great dust clouds and a cacophony of sound generated by their unstoppable march forward. This time there would be no mistakes, the sky was littered by literally thousands of Turian craft, fighters streaking forward and looping around waiting, while gunships and transports casually glided by the soldiers marching below. The infantry was again in perfect pristine rows and columns as they fanned out moving in practiced grace around the city outskirts cautiously examining any potential hiding spot for a trap. What remained of the armor (which was still a fearsome amount) moved along at a respectable pace alongside the infantry forming a massive wall completely boxing the city of Lou Yang in. The new commander was no fool, he knew better than to simply charge in his troops to their demise so he merely waited and waited, letting fear gnaw at the hearts of the defenders for many seconds. He then gave a simple message, eerily identical to one given in a completely different part of the galaxy only weeks before. Like that previous command it would cause shockwaves across the galaxy and the effects of its utterance would be known for centuries.

"Begin".

The clouds were suddenly torn asunder as great streaking lines of blue light flew from the atmosphere slamming into the city. These were no underpowered strikes designated for precision and softening up targets, this was a pure and indiscriminate bombing campaign. The Turians lived up well to their reputation of not recognizing civilians in a war; the bombardment was powerful and complete, the titanic skyscrapers and apartments of Lou Yang shuddering and giving way under massive displays of strength and ruthlessness. The thump and shriek of the rounds slamming into the ground reportedly could be heard and felt all the way to small towns and villages many many kilometers from the city. To the Turians it meant that their invasion would be all the easier, to the species of the NSA it meant only one thing: total war.

Almost as quickly as the bombardment began it stopped, the blue streaks no longer fell from the sky and the city was no longer horribly abused. When the smoke cleared however what the Turians saw was not what they had expected in the slightest. True the bombardment had devastated the city with hundreds of buildings destroyed; true the enemy was in chaos running around like a pyjack with its head cut off, but what they did not expect to see was willpower. The Turians foolishly thought that with this great show of force, this one act of aggression that the defenders backs would be broken and there will to fight destroyed; it was the complete opposite. As the officers of the Turian army looked on through binoculars and 3d holograms they saw the smoke clear, many a dead alien and then the outpouring of thousands upon thousands of soldiers running up from unseen hiding spots taking old and new positions among the rubble, standing defiant in the face of death. It was for too much defiance for one crazed young field marshal to take. he ordered the attack, with no further orbital bombardment.

The Turian officers were adamant exclaiming the horror of attacking without further weakening the defended positions of the aliens, one by one these Turians learned the "punishment of failure" and soon no Turian would dare to defy the will of Romulus. The war machine of the Turians moved forward the surviving officers moving cautiously this time actively scanning for the mines that were indeed ringing the approach to the urban suburbs. They found them; at least they found the ancient widely spread out mines that were merely placed to distract the Turians from the real threat. These mines were triggered one by one by electronic drones that merely ran up and quickly deactivated putting their weight on the mines triggering them. In no time at the _entire_ minefield was neutralized. Still the Turians remained careful as they inched slowly forward, moving first the most damaged and ineffectual armor then the rest of the army when no mines had been triggered. Little did the Turians know that, yet again these mines were not triggered by such an imprecise thing such as weight. Half the Turian army was over these mines before they were remotely detonated.

For years the Turians would call it the single greatest act of cowardice they had even seen in a battle. Entire regiments of armor and soldiers were consumed by the great blasts of, kinetic energy, fire, and plasma. If one was to look from an aerial view it would have appeared that a small silver sea had been rent asunder by great billowing black holes. Thousands of Turians had died in the massive explosions but there were tens of thousands to spare and now the commanders wanted vengeance.

Almost instantly the advance began anew, the aerial units finally streaking ahead to deal what damage they could ahead of the main army; they were stopped by a wall of fire. The dozens of AA batteries that survived the orbital bombing opened up with flak, missiles and laser beams lighting up the evening sky as hundreds of Turians ships began to be destroyed. Some being vaporized so completely there was barely any affect on the ground as the impacted it. Despite this awesome display the sheer number of the Turian craft allowed dozens to sneak behind the first line of defenses causing a short amount of havoc, or disgorging a dozen or so soldiers before being summarily destroyed by the secondary defenses. However their goal had been accomplished and now the cabals, the most effective fighting force the Turians had to combat the defenders were behind enemy lines.

The cabals were biotics, and while they matched neither the power nor numbers of the Asari they still were frightening to behold and nearly a thousand of them, in small squads of 6 or less roamed the streets striking fear into the hearts of the defenders as they threw themselves against enemy hard points. The defenders were valiant and their tech utterly outmatched the cabals but the powers of the Turians were too great and one by one defensive positions were lost, captured, or destroyed by the biotics before they moved on to another attack. Throughout 3 hours the cabals roamed unopposed the small groups working to their favor as they were able to strike and fall back unable to be effectively attacked by the defenders who were desperately pressed at the frontlines.

While the cabals were causing their havoc the Turian main force surrounded the city and commenced their assault moving forward in massive waved trying to overwhelm the thinly spread defenders. To the Turians continued anger they were unable to mount an effective attack, their air forces now tied up in a massive engagement with dozens of Longswords and Banshees that emerged from Lou Yang's hidden runways. Their armor was effectively zero as the combined losses from the bombing from the rangers to the mines during the first and current assault reduced their numbers to terrifying lows. Technically the only untouched ranged forces were the artillery and while during the first hour of the engagement these units fired unopposed on the defenders a blitz from invisible bombers destroyed almost all artillery pieces, the UNSC bombers were brought down by AA units but the victory went to the UNSC.

So it was an unmitigated slaughter as laughably light APCs and tanks (by UNSC standards) went up against units with weapons specifically designed for anti-armor. As the armor was destroyed the Turians were left by no choice but to send wave after wave of infantry into the suburbs only to fall into rapidly growing mounds of Turian corpses as they were destroyed by the front lines untouched by the Cabals. The tactic was repulsive to the Turian commanders but with all other assets occupied they had to keep up the pressure on the front lines lest the cabals be cornered and destroyed.

Finally in the 3rd hour the cabals made a mistake. Rapidly draining their manpower in the desperate charges the Turian commanders made a controversial command, at the loss of thousands of Turians they would amass for one massive push upon a small stretch about a kilometer long containing streets that lead directly to the heart of the city. As the assault commenced almost all UNSC forces moved to that area as they repulsed the Turian attack, although it was later admitted what came next was the only reason the line held. The cabals finally grouped together, striking at one of the now sorely undefended flanks of the city, the Turian infantry reserve moved in from the front creating a dangerous pincer movement catching the unprepared defenders in between. The fighting was brutal and swift, caught off guard by the brutal attack the militia troops were systematically destroyed. But this sacrifice allowed the destruction of the cabals.

The greatest advantages of the cabals were their small size allowing them to prevent total destruction by the defenders that roamed the cities, desperate as they tried to find and destroy the biotics. The grouping together of the surviving biotics allowed them to be targeted for effect. So as the flank finally was penetrated by the Turian pincer the remaining Longswords and phantoms fighting the Turian craft peeled off and bombed the cabals to cinders, while several dozen escaped hundreds more died and the biotic threat of the Turians was essentially destroyed. Though as it was with the initial push with the aircraft in the first stages of the battle the sacrifice allowed a strategic victory for the rest of the Turian army; the first and strongest line of defense was penetrated allowing the Turian reserve to make a beeline straight for the center of the city, and the only unhidden entrances to the bunkers.

In a sacrifice that would be remembered for years an entire regiment of militia, 3000 soldiers, held the line where the Turians had launched their feint. The militia was slaughtered to the man but their deaths bought time for the remaining UNSC forces to move to the second line within the city proper. Finally the attack halted, the Turians pulled back licking their wounds and consolidating their new holdings as they took stock of their losses. It was one of the many mistakes the Turians made out of ignorance that allowed Lou Yang to hold for so long and so effectively. All Turian commanders made one of two assumptions, one: this was the home world of the alien forces and they had no other colonies with forces to counter attack, or the much more popular one: this was not the home world of the aliens but FTL would at least take several weeks from the nearest system and the Turians would have plenty of time to ravage the planet.

So while the Turians moved the rest of the reserve forces up the UNSC defenders used the time to repair and reinforce critically needed points along the route. After 3 hours the fight began anew. This time however there was no grand strategy, no squads of biotics or fields of mines it was urban warfare at its purest and rawest form; it was sheer hell. This night and morning would forever be frozen into Turian brains as the night of blood, for 3 hours they pushed with everything they had left deeper into the city, the shattered remnants held the line valiantly performing hundreds of small hit and run attacks and ambushes; anything they could do to avoid a direct engagement. From car bombs, to destroying entire buildings the UNSC forces goaded and baited the Turians in every wrong direction buying another few hours before the Turians started thinking with their brains again. The commanders at that point recognized their greatest strength and liability; the Turian numbers.

The infantry of the Turians still numbered in the tens of thousands and while this allowed them to overwhelm the UNSC forces it also worked the other way as the hundreds of different squads and companies could not be controlled properly by the horrendously ravaged Turian high command. And throughout the night the UNSC had recognized this with almost every soldier above sergeant that entered the fray was always the first target for the soldiers; the mantra of cutting off the head was taken to its logical conclusion. This dismantling of the Turian officers caused unforeseen chaos in the Turian army, with reports filtering into high command of entire platoons breaking ranks completely and charging like a wild varren towards the nearest sign of UNSC presence; usually to their deaths. So it was in the wee hours of the morning that the Turians finally made their last play. They charged.

It was comparable to the blitzkrieg of the early battle of the 2nd world war, with all remaining Turian armor creating a spear head followed by every single infantry platoon in the invasion force. The tactics of hit and run were but an annoyance to this beast; they could be diverted to another street but not stopped. UNSC Scorpions and Wraiths made valiant attempts of breaking through the Turian horde, but they were overwhelmed by numbers. Within 2 hours the Turian army made more ground than they did throughout the entire rest of the battle. Finally with the entrance to the bunkers only half a kilometer away from the Turians the UNSC played their last and greatest card. A scarab was deployed.

Cosmetically the titanic beast of armor and fire power had changed little since the days of the Great War, though much more important changes had been made. Replacing the original plasma beam mounted on its head was a severely underpowered MAC termed Mini MAC capable of firing a round every 10 seconds. The rounds themselves were 500 kilos of Tungsten slugs coated in plasma that ignites upon firing doing horrendous amounts of damage to shields before the slug itself impacted. The point defense weapons remained pretty much the same with dual mounted plasma turrets situated on either side, now supplemented by severely underpowered DEW capable of firing every 3 seconds. The entire affair was covered head to toe in forerunner plating making the behemoth virtually indestructible. The Turians probably tried to forget that the entire thing was protected by a Forerunner shield.

Moving into the right flank of the Turian onslaught the Scarab immediately lived up to its reputation of fear and nigh indestructibility as it shattered the Turian assault and sent entire platoons to an early grave with but a step from its massive legs. The Turians tried everything from sacrificing their armor to sending fighters filled with explosives to try and kamikaze and explode on top of the Scarab, all of these plans failed. The Scarab roamed unheeded killing hundreds of Turians and taking back all the ground the UNSC had lost in the attack, finally after 3 hours the Turians made a move.

Deploying the two dozen cabals that they had left via dozens of swarming gunships the biotics deployed _within_ the Scarab to neutralize the walker. The crew fought valiantly with the Lekgolo worms that were inside the titan even trying to prevent the biotics, but it was to no avail as the Biotics systematically destroyed the crew. Originally the cabals orders were to capture the Scarab for study but as it was piloted and controlled by the worms the Turians had no idea and no way to move the walker. It was this indecision that caused the deaths of the last Turian walkers. The Worms catching wind of what the Turians mission was shut down, self-destructing the Scarab. In a flash of blue fire that fried all sensitive techs the Scarab and the Turians inside it were consumed by plasma. For thirty seconds the Turian army merely sat back and watched. Then like the tides of the Sea they swarmed forward.

* * *

><p>300 massive vessels rushed by in the cold soulless light of Slipspace. Lord Terrence Hood paced back and forth amongst the largest vessel in the vast room of beeping terminals flashing holograms and a massive viewing platform that composed the bridge of his ship. While the Infinity Class capital ship was no longer the most imposing or the most powerful of humanity's arsenal it still remained a frightening class of ship and the most numerous of humanity's capital class with over 500 Infinity class warship deployed throughout NSA space. The Infinity class was as most things in the human arsenal a byproduct of the Great War; created to be able to stand toe to toe with Covenant capital ships it was reportedly given, "Every scrap of Forerunner technology that the UNSC picked up during the war", a century ago it was able to stand against 3 covenant battlecruisers and walk away with scratches, it could stand up against 2 CAS Class Assault Carriers and limp away. Even pitted against the might of CSO Super Carrier it was predicted that both ships would suffer mortal wounds. Now a century later a single Infinity class would probably be able to take ancient Super Carriers and walk away with only slight damage.<p>

Its arsenal included 3 standard MAC guns as well as the newest designation of MAC: the Ultra MAC. The Ultra was the mid ground between super and standard MAC, capable of gutting capital ships, but being limited by a large recharge time, over a minute in fact. Despite this the Ultra MAC was one of the most powerful and versatile weapons in the UNSC's arsenal which had been proven time and time again against the Covenant remnant. Next the Infinity was equipped with over 1000 missile pods of different classes from Archer to Rapier bringing the total missile count to a whopping 25,000. Finally the Infinity class was equipped with 3 energy projectors mounted on the brow and the belly of the ship along with hundreds of other plasma weaponry. To say that her ship class was overpowered would be a gross miscalculation of the highest degree; the infinity was power.

However Lord Hood was not comforted by this fact; for the 2 weeks of travel from Arcturus to Shanxi the 3rd wing of Arcturus had constant communications with Lou Yang and Shanxi. They had heard the reports of the initial attack and destruction of CDF and R&D fleets. Hood currently couldn't believe his luck at being able to fight two zealous xenophobic alien races. Though to tell the truth he was confused; in all the reports that Director Harper had sent him not one detailed the Turian government, or any government in the citadel being religious fanatics at least not to the point of violence. Hood supposed it didn't matter now; the UNSC had the perfect line to pitch to the United Species Government for war. He was brought from his dark musing by a navigator at the far side of the room.

"Grand Admiral, we're coming out of slipspace in five minutes!"

Hood nodded it was all coming to fruition. Bringing up a com channel with the other Commanding officers he sat back down in his CO chair.

"Officers the moment we come out of slipspace we will be right on top of Shanxi, we will immediately find the Turian fleet and subdue them. I want plenty of captured targets to that affect there better be plenty of EMP Nukes out there. Beyond that everyone keep a calm head and keep to standard tactics; we don't need any heroes today", Hood cut the connection and prepared himself for the first battle he'd taken part of in years.

* * *

><p>Romulus was giddy; the battle on the planet below was finally going his way. The magnificent walker that the aliens had deployed regrettably was destroyed but that didn't matter they had been pushed back all the way to the city's main plaza and were in the process were being overwhelmed by the grand army of the Turians. After all this time he was being rewarded for his patience and his magnificent genius was being rewarded, HE had beaten these barbarians and he would be remembered in Turian history as the one who subdued this powerful soon to be client species of the Turians. However he could not revel in his ultimate victory for as long as he would like before an annoying beeping noise sounded across the bridge of his Troop Carrier.<p>

"What is that racket?" Romulus snapped at the nearest sensor officer.

"I'm picking up some strange readings, a radiation surge…it's larger than anything I've ever seen; beyond dangerous levels", he replied.

"So they're desperate enough to use more nukes eh?" Romulus chuckled to himself; they could be his guest if they wanted to blow themselves up. He didn't even consider the Turian army that would go with them.

"My Lord you misunderstand me, it's not coming from the planet! It is originating at the left side of the fleet!" Romulus frowned looking out the port side viewing window, only to see space get ripped apart as a blue black portal hundreds of kilometers wide appeared out of nowhere. Instantly Romulus recognized the portal from the original space battle above the planet, but before he could issue orders ships shot out of the shifting depths of the portal. Immediately Romulus was blinded by massive flashes of light that consumed several dozen ships on the extreme left of the fleet. Slowly he regained sight and viewed out the window, only to see hundreds of alien ships firing upon the shocked remnants of the fleet.

"Report", Romulus snarled.

"Sir another massive radiation surge, 34 ships have been destroyed, another 27 have been compromised!" one officer reported.

"Enemy scan complete, I count 300 vessels, 125 are dreadnaught class and beyond!" another said.

"Enemy opening salvo, 56 more ships have been destroyed, fighter craft being deployed by enemy vessels we're being overwhelmed on all fronts!" yet another shouted, further adding to the chaos of the bridge. It was all falling to pieces but Romulus wouldn't not allow the aliens to have so easy of a battle he would be victorious one way or another.

"Sir enemy drop ships entering the planet's atmosphere; our troops will be surrounded!" Let them thought Romulus it would only put more aliens on the funeral pyre.

The battle quickly devolved as Turian ships were surrounded or picked from afar by the UNSC ships. It was not a battle it was a complete rout as the Turians fled with all haste from the UNSC onslaught already losing over half the remnants of the armada. Saren knew he only had one choice: flee and to flee quickly.

"Abandon the battle, fall back to the relay", he ordered, the Turians on the bridge froze and looked at him shocked that he would order such a thing.

"My lord Commodore?" Sidonis hesitantly asked.

"The disabled ships are lost and the battle on the planet is over, we will not become prisoners for the enemy. Sound. The. Retreat", Saren demanded each word being punctuated by more Turian vessels being consumed in flames. Sidonis nodded and sent the order the few remaining Turian vessels rocketing off at FTL speeds.

"Sir, Marshal Romulus' carrier group is not following us", Sidonis reported. Saren scowled; wondering what the fool could be doing.

"Put him on screen", quickly the orders were carried out and Romulus' deranged face filled Saren's console.

"What are you doing Romulus?! The battle is lost retreat before you too are destroyed", Saren commanded.

"Oh no Saren the battle is not only it has just begun, when you tell the Republic my story tell them of my sheer brilliance and sacrifice to see the day remain ours!" Romulus replied a dangerous look in his eyes. "We will win even if we must stand on a pile of ashes!" Saren understood then what the unhinged Turian meant.

"By the spirits you're crazy! I don't condemn WMDs but only when they're necessary for victory this is unmitigated slaughter!" Saren roared, demanding Romulus stop his crazy notion.

"Many Turians thought that I was crazy", Romulus began with a happy tone, "They're all dead now, goodbye commodore may the spirits guide your glorious victory", suddenly the feed cut dead and in its place was a camera from the underbelly of Romulus' carrier. Saren saw as a hanger bay door opened open to reveal the bomb, he watched its slow descent into atmosphere and he saw even from this great distance above the planet the light and smoke of its detonation. The vid ended abruptly soon afterward as all the alien ships sent their vengeful might against Romulus' single carrier; it was unholy overkill.

"My lord, orders?" Sidonis asked in a shaky voice.

"Get the fleet out of here", Saren replied numb, he knew at that point this war could not be stopped, and that it would last until either the Turians or these aliens were destroyed. Saren for the first time in many years was terrified.

**A/N and my friend here we are to the dramatic conclusion to the battle of Lou Yang. It took a long time getting here but I'm pretty happy with the result. As usual I want your feedback however, particularly tell me what you thought of the narrative viewpoint of the battle. I felt it was the only way I could really tell the entire battle in a reasonable amount of time. In any case the proverbial sword has been drawn from the sheath of the UNSC and you better believe no amount of Asari smooth talking will get the Citadel out of this one. Until that time I leave you once again, on another note as the season of School is rapidly approaching us updates will become fewer and further between, I'll do the best I can but it will probably be only an update a month. As always i hope you enjoy the story and remember to review to tell me how to improve it. Until then –JoetheHighlord out. **


	9. Aftermath's Ashes

Chapter 9

Aftermath's Ashes

Slowly but surely the world returned for General Williams. He looked around; a dark pervading sense of wrong was the only thing that greeted his sight. Then, after what seemed like an eternity, a light flickered back on. It was the red orange light of emergency power, its soft glow bathing the command post in an unpleasant light. Williams slowly stumbled to his feet, his head spinning as he tried to recall what had happened. He remembered the battle, reports had just arrived the scarab had been destroyed and the Turian pigs were making a final push to the central plaza, he got sporadic updates after that but nothing concrete. The final official report came from the Grand Admiral himself as he entered the system. Then Williams remembered.

It was a thunderous boom, as if a thousand titanic bass drums had been hammered all at once, Williams remembered the lights going out and falling to the concrete floor and then no more. He surveyed the chaotic shambles of the command post, most of the circuitry was fried, and most of the personnel were lying on the ground, unconscious or worse. A few however struggled to their feet and his communications officer, the Sangheili Thranus, was struggling with the underside of a holotable. Williams quickly made his way over to the male.

"What in the hell is going on?" he managed to croak out as he reached Thranus. The Sangheili did not respond for a long while as he manipulated the many wires and delicate circuitry on the underbelly of the holotable. Eventually it started up with a slight ding, the white light further adding to the unnatural feel of the command post.

"I have no clue sir, one moment we were about to be saved and the next moment, nothing", Thranus replied as he worked on the holotable as it flickered, valiantly staying active, "If my short training at engineering paid off we should be able to connect to the surface right about, now", nothing happened.

Instead of connecting to the highest ranking officer on the surface there was only the fuzzy sound of static as both males overlooked the holotable. Baring his mandibles in a frown Thranus pressed his claws on a few more buttons, again and again the screen changed but no connection was made and the realization slowly dawned on Williams.

"Stop", He commanded suddenly, "They're all gone". Thranus snarled briefly before redoubling his efforts.

Grimly Williams wrenched the now frantic Sangheili from the terminal before the thrashing claws could do any major damage to the delicate machinery. Thranus merely doubled over gripping the side of his hide with his hands and keeping his face to his chest, a slight whimper escaped his jaws every few seconds. Doing his best to keep his composure Williams returned his attention to the flickering console before once again trying to make a connection. Finally it was successful with the weathered face of Grand Admiral Hood flashing up in hologram form with a flickering blue white light.

The Admiral looked exhausted Williams noted, the ancient man always carried an air of general fatigue, but it was usually masked by a greater sense of authority and wisdom; that was all gone now. No, instead Hood merely glanced with surprise as he looked around the room, before nodding to himself mentally and moving to address Williams.

"General, good to see you've survived", Hood greeted Williams with a dry emotionless air. Raising an eyebrow Williams responded.

"Indeed sir, but if you wouldn't mind could you…inform me on what happened, my officers and I are in the dark with the rest of the bunker and the surface", Williams responded confused at the Grand Admiral's seeming detachment from the situation.

Hood nodded before responding, "Very well, but I warn you what you see might", he paused looking for the right word," anger you". At that a hard light screen sprang up, giving a vivid and colorful depiction of what Williams wanted to see; he wished it was a hologram.

Lou Yang no longer existed, in fact there was nothing more than a glowing red orange crater miles in diameter that stretched across the valley the city was located on. It was if the city was never founded, the only proof of civilization was the obvious destruction from the bomb and the exposed bunkers that had literally been melted open after the floors above them were atomized. Williams truly didn't know how to react, he had been a soldier all his life, he'd served in three tours of old covenant space all the while seeing more death and destruction then should ever have to be witnessed, but never had he seen something so complete, so final and absolute. He understood though Hood's reaction; this was nothing compared to a glassing, this city was gone and a large percentage of its population, but in a glassing an entire planet would be destroyed, rendered impotent by the fires of plasma.

It was several long moments before Williams could wrench his gaze from the image, "Only tell me one thing, did we get the SOB who did this?"

Hood nodded, "We _eviscerated _the ship that launched the bomb", and somehow this brought a small comfort to Williams, "Still we have a dangerous situation here, tell me how much of the bunker is compromised?" Williams paused, truly he had no idea; in his confusion and worry at the situation he hadn't even considered what the condition of the bunker and its people might be. Williams brought up a hologram of the bunker, to his relief most of it was painted a soothing blue, with all life pods saved, but the uppermost layers, which included some barracks, were instead represented with a harsh crimson; they no longer existed.

"Floors A1 through C3 have been destroyed with radiation threatening to overcome the lower levels, however if we can restore power and begin evacuation to the mountains immediately the civilians should be spared the worst of it", Williams answered after his analysis.

"Very good, see that it's done immediately, the carriers _Honorable Warfare _and _Yorktown_ will be touching down at the Tangashi mountain range as soon as possible to provide relief", Hood said while issuing the orders on his own holoscreen back on his ship's bridge.

Williams nodded, feeling the adrenaline of the revelation leave him, making him feel cold and alone, "Thank you Grand Admiral, see you on the other side". He saluted Hood and the hologram vanished. Williams turned to the soldiers and officers surrounding him, noticing that most looked like they barely had the strength to remain on their feet or hooves.

"We, have our work cut out for us. Mike, get over here and try and reestablish communications bunker wide, Thranus see if you can get a connection to engineering…

**48 Hours later, Tangashi mountain range UNSC Hyper Carrier Yorktown.**

4 males sat around the table, it was First Grand Admiral Hood, then General Williams, then the Sangheili Commodore Arslas Nardais, finally completed by Captain Marcus McHenery. The room itself was like all others in the hulking Hyper Carrier; dull, grey, and completely covered in titanium and steel plating. However, despite normal circumstances there was a large bottle of Sangheili wine sitting on the table; over half of its contents were gone. On the table itself a vid was being played, the last moments of the Turian Admiral before he was atomized by the power of a Dreadnaught's DEW. As the dreaded words were spoken, it finally clicked with Admiral Hood; whoever these _Turians _were they were no better than the old covenant willing to destroy their entire army for simple vengeance. They must be crushed under the NSA's heel, and they must be crushed quickly before their venom can spread.

The Sangheili Commodore was openly snarling, simmering quietly as he stared at the plated face of the alien Admiral.

"Grand Admiral I beg of you let me take the 5th Wing to the other side of that teleportation device and I will show these Turians what true war is!" Williams seemed to agree with the proposition straightening and looking at Hood with conviction. Hood considered the idea; it would be a good show of force to glass an entire world and show these fools that the NSA wouldn't take death lying down. But at the same time it would compromise Harper's and ONI's plan; he needed the official declaration of war from the Alliance Government, though Hood doubted that after this vid was played few Politicians would vote for peace.

"No, we must wait and we must prepare", Hood's words seemed to have a calming effect on Williams, but it only furthered Nardais, "If we attack now we will be in the dark, for all we know this invasion fleet was nothing more than a scouting flotilla for the true navy they will send to us, which of course could be waiting on the other side of that relay!" the simple and logical truth finally seemed to knock some sort of sense into Nardais but he still grumbled something to the effect of, "the pigs would merely stain my honor anyway".

Smiling in satisfaction at the irritable Sangheili Hood turned to McHenery, who for the most part remained quiet during the entire conversation, "What do you think captain? Should we wait for more information or press the attack?"

Marcus looked surprised that his opinion was being asked, by the venerable Lord Hood no less! Thinking for a moment he composed his response, "These Turians are many things, as we can tell they are disciplined, skilled in war, and utterly ruthless to achieve their goals", the other three men agreed, the smoking crater of Lou Yang attested for all of this, "We won this pyrrhic victory through the skill of General Williams, the foolishness of the Turians' commander, and their inability to adapt to our tactics. This is not to say I agree with an immediate attack, for if we do the enemy will be smarter, less willing to sacrifice thousands of troops for small gains like the old commander, and most importantly they'll have the home turf advantage", Hood smiled, perhaps there were still a few level headed COs in the navy after all, "However this is again not to say we disregard the threat posed by the Turians. We have bloodied them, showed them we will not be easily subjugated, therefore they will return and when they do it will be with everything they can throw at us. Therefore I believe we must take to the middle ground; wait for United Species approval for the war and reinforcements and then launch a massive campaign to cripple the Turians before this war can even begin". Marcus finished his speech looking slightly embarrassed at more or less rambling about his opinions.

Hood however couldn't be happier; he knew the intellectual words had won over Williams and had more or less mollified Nardais, "I agree completely, what of you then".

"Aye, we'll do what the boy says", voiced Williams as he reached for his third cup of wine.

"I don't like it, but I suppose there is a reason humans make the Strategies of war and not the tactics", said Nardais in gruff tones.

"Very well then gentlemen, I will send word to the president immediately, we should have word from the United Congress within the next few days".

**Serpent Nebula, the Council Tower, Turian Wing**

Bruttianus truly did despise the council. For his entire life he did, but he had always despised the idea of cowardly politicians running the galaxy, never did he imagine what a horrible pain it would be to become one. From public appearances and conferences to the never ending deliberations with the other two councilors he was quickly approaching the end of his sanity. That was without even considering that the bitch Tevos was constantly breathing down his neck, like a Quarian finding a whole FTL engine.

He didn't go a single day without being constantly reminded that the azure bitch, "Knew his secrets", and was ready to expel him from the council at any second; Bruttianus saw through the lie. While his first threat of the Turians leaving the council was a bluff, (it would achieve no true purpose and only serve as a detriment to his plans), the second of revealing the Asaris' little secret to the galaxy was not.

The azure bitches might have had the rest of the galaxy fooled, but Bruttianus was not so dull witted. He knew that there had to be some little secret, some shady corner of the Asari Republics that hid their technological might; and he had found it. The Beacon of Athame, also known as a Prothean AI, other than that his knowledge was limited and Bruttianus doubted that even the Shadow Broker knew more about the black project; Bruttianus could only imagine the extortion money the Broker had the Asari paying him to keep their little secret. Regardless if the Beacon became common knowledge the rest of the galaxy would waste little time tearing down Matriarchs who knew of the operation, the Asari masses of Matrons and Maidens would probably be equally incensed.

Sighing to himself in relief after hours of managing the fledgling _Republic_ Bruttianus finally powered down his console and went about gathering his personal effects, then after a moment of consideration sat back down at his desk and repowered the console. After a few moments of waiting Bruttianus was rewarded with just the sentient who could make all his problems disappear.

Although short in stature and eternally hampered by their reliance on ammonia rebreathers, the Volus were the single most powerful of the Associate species. Due to having sole control and authority over the galactic economy through their massive banking clans the Volus could have the galaxy on its knees with a few taps into a console or Omnitool. That threat was distant, but it was existent and that's exactly why Bruttianus would deal with the Patriarch of the largest Banking Clan: Vindu Lavar.

As usual the short being appeared in the console's screen hunched over, tapping away at his console at some nameless task. Clearing his throat Bruttianus was fairly sure he startled the poor being half way across his system as he wrenched himself back to focus his masked visage on Bruttianus.

"Ahh…Councilor Bruttianus…, to what do I owe this pleasure to?" The small creature asked meekly.

Bruttianus merely stared at the Vindu before he rolled his eyes and responded, "You don't have to worry Vindu, and this connection is beyond secure".

Vindu then straightened, losing much of his earlier submissive pose, and instead looked upon the powerful Turian with something approaching what an equal would do.

"Ah very good… then instead I ask good Lord…., what can the Volus do to aid you this time?" Vindu asked, his ammonia breather interrupting every few words with a harsh "hiss!" of breath.

"The same thing as before good Vindu, Tevos must be dealt with and quickly, her meddling will quickly grow difficult for even me to deal with", Bruttianus answered with a fair amount of venom dedicated towards the Asari Councilor's name.

The elder Volus considered this for several seconds, his eyes lights flickering ever so slightly insinuating deep thought, "I suppose your need of me revolves around this wonderful…_beacon_ you have discovered?" Vindu asked rhetorically, "I can provide all the documents and credit transfers for this to be far more…than incriminating evidence of Tevos'_ intimate _involvement…but all things in this Universe have a cost".

Bruttianus narrowed his eyes, his flanged voice gaining a dangerous edge before he responded, "Tread carefully Vindu, remember your clan, and the entirety of the Volus pit their very lives with the strength and security of the Turian Republic".

"I do pray…do not mistake my words for extortion good Lord", Vindu hurriedly reassured, "You must understand this ploy puts everything to your side…if it were to fail the results would be…catastrophic. In light of that…reassurances must be made to the Clans".

"Name your price then", Bruttianus growled.

"Our wishes are simple…we have no interest in power or technology...all our humble clans desire is trade and order…but to achieve the highest levels of either require the rights that those of the council hold…which be most beneficial and would assuredly make certain you shall have your documents", Vindu cleverly spun.

Bruttianus considered it. To tell the truth the Volus on the council would make his life considerably easier, as essentially their vote would be the Turians vote. On the other hand convincing either the Salarians or the Asari would be nigh inconceivable for the very same reasons. But, it was all irrelevant; Bruttianus had made and broken empty promises before, what was one more?

"Very well Vindu, when Tevos is removed and the Council is more sympathetic towards our cause the New Republic will sponsor the Volus for a seat on the Council", Bruttianus could swear he could feel the sheer joy be generated by the small creature _through _the holographic screen of the console.

"Wonderful good Lord…the Documents will be forwarded to the usual secure account to be acquired at your leisure…the Clans await word of your glorious victory over the Tyrannical Asari… may your riches ever flow… o great Lord of the Palaven-Clan!" As his fawning came to an end Vindu shut off his connection allowing the screen to return to its usual transparent orange state.

Allowing a rare smile in victory Bruttianus finally went about ending his day, mulling over the important events of the day. _Those documents by far won't be what see the destruction of Tevos, but little by little, piece by piece she will find herself surrounded on all sides, and when the time comes… _Bruttianus could hardly wait for the coming weeks; everything was finally coming to fruition.

** 16 Hours later, Serpent Nebula, The Citadel June 19 2650 GST**

It was yet again another _wonderful_ day in the Citadel for Bruttianus. After putting up with the usual arrogance and hostility for Tevos he was treated to no less than three separate cases of having to deal with Asari Commandos following his every move. Only his final arrival in the blessed halls of the Turian wing was enough to finally dissuade his not so subtle shadows to shove off. Of course that merely left the now irate Turian in his office, where he would have to do menial tasks, the council's menial tasks. So of course when he received a message on the hotline between him and the rest of the Committee of Galactic Safety you had better believe he wrenched up a vid screen faster than a Vorcha chasing an Asari maiden.

The link was a rather simple concept, but an important one. The Committee of Galactic Security within the New Republic was where all the true power lied, so it made since that wherever Bruttianus went he would have a direct feed to the odd dozen Turians within the committee.

This had not been the first emergency message that Bruttianus had received, in fact there had been several dozen at his stay at the Citadel; the coup of a Galactic spanning superpower was no easy feat. Yet, for all those messages none had ever been on the scale of code black, it would be an interesting day indeed.

Smoothing his formal Suit as best as the harassed Turian could he assumed his seat in a deliberately imposing manner, directly behind the jaw dropping view of the presidium behind him, Bruttianus then unfroze the vid screen.

He was greeted, as usual, by a hazy outline of a Turian so distorted it neared hysterical proportions, the members of the committee were nothing if not paranoid. Snorting in derision Bruttianus made his objections known immediately.

"Peace fellow chair holder, if this line is not secure than we would have long since been doomed", Bruttianus stated with conviction.

The figure paused for a second, not doing anything before the distortions were removed and the scarred face of General of the Fleets and the Armies Adrien Victus was revealed.

General Victus, as he preferred to be called, was a minor General of the Hierarchy before Bruttianus' coup. He was renowned among the Hierarchy for his near perfect battle record, and was one of the most veteran officers the Hierarchy had among its ranks. From serving in long tours of Terminus space to being the savior of the War of Taetrus. The war itself was against a major Turian separatist faction who had a dozens of strongholds on the planet Taetrus and near universal civilian sympathy within the system. The war had started after the separatist faction in 2635 rammed a spaceship into the capital city of the system, and had then proceeded to attempt a complete takeover of the planet.

Of course the Hierarchy took action immediately, sending an entire fleet to eliminate the rebels. Unfortunately for the Hierarchy the Rebels numbered in the tens of millions while the Hierarchy had fielded only 5 million soldiers to retake the planet. The campaign had stagnated almost as quickly as it started, with the Hierarchy only managing to retake the ruins of the Capital city before being halted by the hordes of Rebels in their own territory. It had looked like it would come to a siege of the planet, with the Hierarchy slowly starving the rebels into submission, a tactic that would take years to achieve, that was until the then unknown Victus took the reins of the army.

Utilizing the most extreme of unorthodox tactics and incredibly bloody strategies Victus managed, one by one, to outmaneuver the many rebel armies and slowly trap them within Taetrus' cities. By the end of the second month after Victus took the command all of Taetrus was fully under Hierarchy control and the rebels were systematically hunted down and executed.

This surprise and brilliant victory should have earned Victus the highest of praise, instead it merely doomed his career. The Hierarchy it seemed didn't look kindly upon the ruthless tactics that Victus had taken to achieve victory, and instead of praising him with the saving of the Planet his second in command was given full credit for the victory and promoted to Field Marshal. As one might imagine Victus was furious over the massive slight he and his house had suffered and when the infancy stages of the coup reached his ears Victus provided instrumental in gaining as much of the military as possible to side with Bruttianus. Following the coup he was named commander in chief of all Turian military forces and second only to Bruttianus himself in the committee of Galactic Safety.

"Grand Chairmen, I apologize for disturbing your duties, but recent developments have demanded the attention of the entire committee", Victus as always provided his information in a rapid fire no nonsense fashion, a trait that Bruttianus greatly admired.

Frowning, Bruttianus considered what disturbance could provoke the stoic Adrien Victus to such desperate of measures, "What has occurred General?"

Victus paused before he replied, seemingly unsure how to answer correctly, "Exactly three standard hours ago Palaven's communication buoys received a message from Commodore Areterius and what remained of his Armada", again the general paused in his speech, locking his eyes with Bruttianus before he continued, "Only forty three ships made back to Croton space: Commodore Saren's command group and several heavily ravaged frigate and troop carrier battle groups without either Read Admiral Desolas or Field Marshal Romulus".

The words hit Bruttianus like a ton of bricks, Saren had failed. Maintaining his cool outward appearance he responded immediately, "Then we must move quickly. I can only assume Croton will be facing immediate danger from the aliens. What is the current strength of Croton's Defensive Fleet?"

Victus took a second to reply, pulling up the data upon his Omnitool, "The Croton fleet is unfortunately rather small at the current moment. From reinforcing Saren's Armada to assisting in the Coup it has been drained to only seventy-five combat ready vessels, mostly frigate weight, although several cruisers and a dreadnaught are also in the system. All told if the Aliens were to invade Croton would be hard pressed to repel them, even with its orbital defenses".

Massaging his temple for several long seconds Bruttianus considered his rather limited options, and the weight they would have on the rest of his goals. Finally, he made a decision.

"General I want all fleets brought to high alert immediately with every officer at or above Rear Admiral receiving the information as to why, furthermore the 2nd and 3rd fleets are to be sent from the dry docks to Croton at all haste", Bruttianus then considered the actions his next command would make, "I am forwarding you information on two of the Republic's blackest operations ever undertaken, their security clearance is beyond top secret and only I and the Director of Intelligence knows their full details. You are to make both of them happen posthaste, and give me constant information on their status", Bruttianus was awarded with a slight shimmering of Victus' Omnitool for confirmation that the information had been sent and received without a hitch.

"Very well Grand Chairman, operation _Starforge _and operation_ Titan_ will begin immediately", Victus confirmed to Bruttianus, not even a widening of his eyes betraying Victus' wonderment at the details of both Ops, "One further question though: what would you have me do with the failure of Saren, normally such matters would fall under my jurisdiction, but I understand Saren is a rather special case?"

Bruttianus did not even pause, "He will be dealt with, by me".

With Bruttianus' proclamation and seeing that he no longer required Victus, Victus shut off his Omnitool and hurriedly cut the connection with Bruttianus. The sudden silence in the room left Bruttianus to ponder the advancement of events carefully.

The repelling and near destruction of Saren's Armada obviously portrayed the true strength of what had initially appeared to be a backwards alien power, now Bruttianus had to find a way to deal with both their inevitable retaliation and the council in one swoop. Then as he considered it an idea occurred to Bruttianus, an idea so malicious and double handed that only one of his mind could conceive it. It was a simple plan, but one that would allow him to merely watch as his enemies went up in flames.

**30 Standard Minutes later, The Council's Lounge**

It was a scene that had repeated itself much as of late. The two councilors would simply sit in the lounge, going over plan after plan, contingency after contingency that could potentially warrant a successful impeachment of a Councilor. However no luck was to be had, it seemed as if the galaxy itself was conspiring against the two females as almost any contingency or law for impeachment would prove itself useless against Bruttianus, for in the eyes of the everyday populace he had not committed a single crime. Then again Bruttianus was very, VERY popular with the people, with many viewing him as the savior of a military dictatorship within the Turian people and many Asari in the Republics remembered the days of old when he still commanded Turian patrols in Asari space; pirate and slaver raid rates had never been lower. That said a _legal_ removal of Bruttianus was out of the question and ever since he had given his ultimatum the…alternatives were near impossible for either councilor to consider.

Tevos sighed as she finally put the datapad she was working on to the side, in only two weeks' time Bruttianus had managed to infuriate and frustrate her more than any of her other many fellow councilors she had to deal with throughout the decades. More importantly the revelation of his knowledge of the Beacon was even more distressing. She did not know how a Turian of all people discovered the truth of the Asari's power in the galaxy, but she did know if he revealed his knowledge to any, even a fellow Asari, and the galaxy would fall on her and the rest of the Matriarchs like Varren on pyjacks.

Considering that line of thought Tevos glanced at the Salarian councilor Valern out of the corner of her eye. She could only imagine the outrage the scientifically inclined Salarians would react to the notion of the Asari literally hording a Prothean AI to themselves. The fallout of that occurrence would be most…unsavory for both parties. However, just as those thoughts flew across her mind the catalyst of all her problems came charging through the room nearly running straight to the two councilors.

"Bruttianus", Tevos greeted stiffly, turning her nose up to the rapidly approaching Turian. And yet at the same time she noted something…off. Bruttianus walked with an uncharacteristic haste, and his eyes which usually contained nothing but a smug look of power and knowledge, was replaced with a look of blank austerity: the look of a Turian. As he nearly jogged over he activated his Omnitool and waved it about his head, likely deactivating any possible recording devices as he had done so since his first day at the Citadel, and Tevos to her displeasure found herself admitting the soundness of such an action.

"Councilors", Bruttianus began unlike ever before formally and stiffly, as if something was gnawing on his mind, "I come bearing grave news, and the actions we take in response to this news may determine the fate of the Citadel".

That had certainly gotten the attention of the two females as the swiveled their heads around to stare Bruttianus straight into his cold, black eyes.

"Pray tell Councilor, what grim tidings do you bring?" Tevos responded diplomatically, Bruttianus had never acted like this before and she was doing the only thing she could do: be a good diplomat.

Bruttianus did not immediately answer; no instead he padded quickly across the small room so he could gain access to the holotable both Councilors were currently both working at. Upon his arrival he immediately keyed his Omnitool to the device bringing up a large galaxy map, as well as a paused vid feed of what appeared to be a Turian patrol fleet. Before Tevos could ask what the meaning of this was Bruttianus began speaking again.

"At precisely May the 21 12 PM Standard time, the Turians of the 33rd Patrol Fleet situated in Croton space responded to a deep space disturbance located within the system", Bruttianus stated, his talons making broad movements as he gestured to both the Vid feed and the galaxy map, "Said disturbance was the unauthorized and illegal activation of relay group 313, as the Patrol was far from the relay at the time it was unknown from which end the relay had been activated from. In response to the activation the 33rd's acting Commander Torentus Ionelus requested the supplementing of his fleet from the Defensive fleet of Croton, and upon orders from Palaven command was ordered to investigate the activation".

As his monotone, drone like words went on and on Tevos felt herself get colder and colder. She knew what was coming next; as she contemplated this the Vid Feed started playing showing the Turian Patrol drifting directly ahead of the Mass relay. Slowly the vessels drifted forward, entering the sphere of the Relay's influence and instantly getting transported thousands of light years away. The vid went black for several seconds before reappearing once again, this time at the other relay of the 313 pair.

Almost as soon as the vid started up again its camera angle was changed focusing on about twelve or so objects directly in front of the Patrol, the feed was blurry for several seconds as it readjusted to the massive distances required to make out the objects. However, when the feed refocused Tevos felt her Heart grow heavy and her breath stop.

The objects were ships, five of which were small affairs no larger than thirty meters, the rest however were a different story. The smallest being the size of a Heavy Cruiser and the largest nearly outclassing an Ascension Class Dreadnaught, the vessels were clearly warships. The feed changed for a few seconds to focus on the largest of the Vessels a 3.5 Kilometer titan that was drifting defensively in front of the other ships, at this Bruttianus paused the vid.

"As you can clearly see the perpetrators of the activation were an alien race. At this point Ionelus attempted to open communications with the presumed flagship of the alien Taskforce, however connections were downright impossible to open, and two minutes after jumping into the system the aliens opened fire", his words were smooth and composed, a direct contradiction to what both Tevos and Valern felt.

Again the vid was played and with clutched mandibles Bruttianus showcased the massive Dreadnaught firing its three main guns, quickly followed by the smaller Dreadnaughts around it. The projectiles quickly found their home and in short order three of the Patrol frigates were reduced to smoldering ruins, their ships massive floating graves for over eight hundred Turians.

Valern surprisingly was the first to recover from the shock, "These aliens", she gestured to the vid, "Did they not offer an excuse, warning or communications before opening fire? I for one find it hard to believe that any advanced species would immediately fire upon unknowns entering their systems without at least some provocation".

Bruttianus quickly replied stating, "The ships under Commander Ionelus were under strict orders to remain neutral to any unknown contacts and allow his flagship to do the talking, and while Kinetic Barriers were fully charged and up weapon systems were on minimal system requirements, levels so low not even an illiterate Batarian pirate could mistake them for hostile tactics".

Valern replied, "Disturbing, actions are very similar to that of the Rachni, and coupled with the power of their technology…" Valern did indeed speak for the room at this point as all three Councilors agreed that the mannerisms of the aliens bespoke a troubling for all of citadel space, of course Bruttianus knew just a little bit more, "However what I find even more troublesome is why the Hie- Why the Republic has kept this from the rest of the council?" Valern further questioned.

Bruttianus did not speak for a long while, he instead locked eyes with Valern for several long moments before he looked away and shut off the vid screen and the galaxy map, "While I indeed was the Primarch of Croton during the 314 incident I was kept out of the loop; the activation of Relays was code black in the old Hierarchy, a hail was sent directly to Palaven Command and from there they took control", Bruttianus paused as he gazed around the room, "To be honest after the establishment of the Republic and my being named Councilor I had forgotten all about the 314 incident".

There was an uneasy silence in the room then as Bruttianus gazed out one of the massive windows into the beautiful presidium several hundred meters below. It was Valern then that broke the silence, "Well then I suppose after this Patrol was destroyed the Hierarchy sent a retaliation fleet", her words were not a question and in response Bruttianus merely turned and nodded his head, his mandibles clenched in anger.

Valern smiled in response, glad to know that the STG was still able to penetrate the defenses of the Turians; after the complete blackout during the Purges she had worried that the STG would have to undergo extensive retooling to remain relevant in the galaxy. It seemed they were still a potent force.

"I thought so, several weeks ago I and the rest of the Dalatrasses were given the monthly STG report, among them was a report of a fleet detachment of over four hundred ships were missing, including three dreadnaughts, all along with an estimated million Turian personnel. Quite the force wouldn't you say Councilor?" Valern said brazenly as she eyed the tensing Bruttianus from under her hood. Bruttianus did not respond he only gave the Salarian a seething glare as he knew where she had received that delicate information; the STG unfortunately could not be completely combated.

Valern continued, "Originally the rest of the Dalatrasses and the STG had denoted the absences of the vessels as losses in the", Valern paused as she searched for a correct phrase to describe the Purges, "In the rebalance of power", she decided finally, "But, now it seems there is a much more distressing cause for their destruction, do go on good Councilor".

Bruttianus growled slightly as he paced back and forth across, the well carpeted floors of Council lounge as he considered his next words. He needed to gain the support of the other Council races for his plan to succeed, knowing this he downplayed this disaster as much as possible.

"Thirty minutes ago I received a line directly from Palaven, from the Croton Relay the tattered remnants of the 9th Turian Expeditionary Fleet arrived in Croton space. Only forty three ships remained and both ranking commanders, Rear Admiral Areterius Desolas and Field Marshall Romulus, were missing, Desolas' younger Brother, Commodore Saren, was in command. It was from them we learned of the alien criminals, and the Hierarchy's attempt to subdue them, "Bruttianus' acting was masterful, his words seemingly disjointed and filled with venom and shame. He continued, "We were given a plethora of information from Commodore Saren in such a short time, an entire Expeditionary Fleet was destroyed and nearly one millions Turians with them. To say we were shocked as to what to do was an understatement. And while I would agree sending an entire fleet to subdue the aliens was a rash action, the crimes they committed and the Turians they killed demanded action", Bruttianus gazed at Valern as he spoke knowing that the Salarians belief in preemptive strikes would support him here.

Adding to this Bruttianus brought another vid through the holotable, this time it was the entirety of the Turian fleet as they positioned themselves above the alien garden world. It was a peaceful scene, which was until a monstrous red beam of light fired from the alien lead ship and utterly obliterated the lead Turian Dreadnaught. Bruttianus cut the vid and shut down the holotable at this point, seemingly incapable of watching the rest of the vid.

The room was silent for a long time.

Finally Tevos found her center and managed to shakily respond to Bruttianus, "And what measures have the Republic taken to contain this threat?"

Bruttianus turned and looked dead on at her, for once seemingly looking past his hatred and responding with utter sincerity, "Everything I can, but I know that all of the Citadel must prepare and ready for war. Know that only together can we weather the coming storm".

Tevos instantly responded, "What of diplomatic measures?"

Bruttianus turned on his heal and reactivated the holotable. This time, however there was but a lone image played across the screen: the remnants of a massive city torn asunder by the might of some great and might weapon.

"What creature in our universe would ever be willing for a diplomatic solution that is willing to do this to their lands?"

And so, it would be war.

**A/N**

**Gah, sorry this took so incredibly long to get out life got in the way in a major way and I had VERY little time to write this story. In any case this is just one of the several chapters that I have been working on for your guys, but I'd like to take some time to make sure the others are much better and longer than this one. As always please review to tell me how you like or dislike the direction the story is going and keep your eyes out in the coming days for the next few chapters. Other than that JoetheHighlord out.**


	10. The Kindling Flames

_Political language... is designed to make lies sound truthful and murder respectable, and to give an appearance of solidity to pure wind._

_-George Orwell_

**Chapter 10: The Kindling Flames**

**Arcturus Keep, 2650 June 20, High Governmental Ring**

The Palace of the President was an intimidating affair; it had towering arched columns and flying buttresses, titanic domed ceilings and more the five meters of Forerunner alloy plating the entire superstructure. All and all the Palace was second only to the Capital Building itself in sheer size and opulence. All of the buildings of the government ward had a general human feel to their architecture and design (using the designs of the Covenant upon the Keep was widely considered distasteful) but at times those designs gave way to architecture and shapes of ancient history of the Sangheili, Unggoy, Lekgolo, though admittedly those were few and far between as the Prophets had done their best to wipe out every facet of individualism and pride among the different species. Still, the graceful curves of the Sangheili and the massive ant tower like structures of the Lekgolo could be seen here or there dotting the ring.

The palace itself was a white marble building, over a hundred meters in length and home to not only the President of the NSA, but also his or her entire cabinet, Security Services, and a detachment of UNSC High Command.

It was a breathtaking beauty, the culmination of all the fruits the golden age has provided the NSA. If one was to walk the marbled floors of the palace one would almost feel the air of grandiose and pride, every square inch of the building was dedicated to showcasing the wealth and authority of the NSA's executive government. From incredible works of art from human painters and sculptors, to great dioramas of battles and war from the Sangheili the halls and dozens of rooms were filled to burst with the new and fledgling culture of the NSA. Even the usually pragmatic and usually unartistic Unggoy got involved with the furnishing of the building, with their rare, but incredibly gifted artists filling the backdrop of the grand entranceway with a massive painting of their uniquely beautiful and exotic home world: the recently terra formed Balaho.

Of course, one simply wouldn't be able to just walk into the building and start touring the many halls and rooms. For, while there is indeed a healthy amount of tourism that takes place on the High Governmental Ward, security is taken to an extreme. Special security forces ranging from ODST veterans, UNSC Rangers, Spartan IV's (II's and V's were too rare and valuable to be wasted on such a task) and of course the president's own Secret Service. The Service was a bit of an anomaly within the entire governmental Ward itself, for apart from private security hired by senators or other officials every other armed and organized unit on the Keep was some detachment or wing of the UNSC.

The service was also regarded as one of the few segregated units within the NSA. There had never been, nor did it look there would ever be in the near future, a non-human president of the Alliance. There was no written rule or clause in the Constitution that dictated this, but early circumstances of hostility and weak political standing for the Covenant races left them unable to even consider sponsoring a candidate for the lofty and powerful position. Over the years there were eight human presidents, and throughout that time the Covenant species had not directly been affected negatively from this arrangement. So, it had become an unwritten rule that the president was human; therefore it would make sense that his or her private guards were also human.

They were always there, shadowing and prefacing every move the president made. In their nondescript black suits and tinted glasses the agents were everywhere and nowhere at once. Just one more body that faded into the background, another face easily forgotten and replaced with the hordes of people and beings to see the president during a public occasion; the agents were security. And so it was the odd thirty or so agents that made out the service were spread out around the Palace, ten with the president, five with the vice president, and the remaining fifteen spread around the palace monitoring and assuring the safety of the most powerful beings in the galaxy.

And so it was that Sergeant James Cooper of the president's detachment was the first to get the short, but terrified transmission from the High Command bunker in the palace.

Putting a finger to his small, almost unnoticeable earpiece, Cooper eyes widened and his entire body froze as he tried to process the information that was being fed to him.

"Say again, High Com. What do you mean initiate Cole Protocol and Winter Contingency?" Cooper frowned as he listened to the high assed whining coming from the other line, the ignorant ensign at high com telling him he didn't have clearance for the information.

Containing his irritation Cooper responded, "Ensign Listen to me, if I, a Sergeant of the Secret Service, don't have clearance to this information than I can assure you neither do you", Cooper waited for several second for a response. The response did indeed come.

In a flash Copper ran the length of the hall he was stationed in, his polished dress shoes making muffled thumps upon the carpeted marble floors. Reaching the end of the hallway and nodding at the two agents stationed there Cooper mentally and physically rearranged himself before he pulled open the dark paneled doors.

Interplanetary and Interspecies President William Whitman looked up from his dull and endless pile of work and political bickering just in time to notice the paneled doors to his office being slid open, quickly followed by one of his agents.

Rising, Whitman buttoned his suit and waited for the agent to make his purpose known.

"Mr. President, I apologize for the interruption, but Highcom has sent a transmission that is at Cole and Winter Security levels", Cooper stated, doing his best to remain calm and professional.

Whitman's face grew serious and stony; he motioned for Cooper to sit in one of the chairs facing his desk as he worked on a terminal at his desk. After several moments he looked up again and sat back down.

"Very well Agent, what does Highcom need me to know? Is it in regards to the Remnant attack, for I was assured that the attack had been easily repulsed?" Whitman asked nervously, knowing full well the danger an unchecked covenant incursion could cause. After all the scare of 33' had sent the current President's entire career into question, culminating with his resignation, Whitman sure as hell didn't want to deal with that political shit storm.

Cooper jaw stiffened before he responded, "No sir, it was not about the covenant attack. This is regarding the disturbance at the relic in the Shanxi system".

"The Shanxi system? I was assured by the director of Galactic Safety that the disturbance was a minor pirate raid and had sense been dealt with!"

"Well, Mr. President", Cooper paused feeling the gravity of the situation filling him, "It wasn't a pirate raid, Highcom tells me that the 4th R&D fleet made hard contact with an unknown alien force. They were repelled, but returned with a much larger force. The acting commander of Shanxi's garrison, a General Williams, requested reinforcements from Arcturus herself".

_That would explain the disappearance of the fifth wing and Lord Hood, _thought Whitman gravely.

"However, the reinforcements from Arcturus arrived too late, by the time they had arrived the alien force, the Turians, had laid siege for the capital city of Lou Yang for two weeks and upon their eviction from the system by the third wing they destroyed the city with a thermo nuclear device", Cooper delivered the report as all agents did, short swift and without feeling entering their words; it was a complete contradiction to how both men felt.

Whitman's face got progressively paler as Cooper went on, his already prominent age lines and wrinkles became incredibly noticeable, and his eyes grew steely. He sat their waiting for more from the agent, knowing full well that wasn't all Highcom had told Cooper.

"Go on agent", he said softly.

Cooper nodded slowly, "Mr. President, this comes directly from the Highcom Security Council, they have demanded that you issue a state of emergency and a declaration of war against the alien belligerents to congress, granting emergency powers to the Highcom Security Council until the crisis has been dealt with", again Cooper paused feeling uncomfortable to go on, "and if you should delay even a standard day you will be deposed, the NSA Congress will be dissolved and the UNSC will be assume emergency powers as dictated by the Harvest Protocol of the NSA constitution".

At the end of the declaration Whitman leaned back in his chair, his eyes closed as he tried to fathom the information being fed to him. Eventually, he stood, and walked over to the series of towering windows that showcased the dazzling Governmental skyline, the dome and spires of the Capital building being most prominent. Finally, after several moments of silent contemplation, he turned back to Agent Cooper.

"Thank you Agent Cooper, you may return to your normal duties", Whitman favored Cooper with a pensive glance before elaborating further, "It seems I have a speech to prepare".

**Three Hours Later, High Governmental Ring, Capital Building**

The capital Building wasn't the largest building within the Keep. No, that honor belonged to several of the titanic mega-corporations whose headquarters were titanic skyscrapers that literally forced an entire height of a ward of the Keep to be raised. However, what the Capital lacked in sheer size it made up in architectural beauty. The building was an odd, yet pleasing mix of the plaster, marble, domes, pillars, and arches of ancient Greek and Roman buildings, and the odd flowing and metallic designs of the Forerunners.

If one looked from up above the Keep from the great blackness of space, the building would look something like this: a massive rectangle that stretched out for over two hundred meters, with a massive white marble dome directly in the middle. Next, there were two separate rectangles that fanned out from the main superstructure, ending in two massive silver spires that stretched out into the inky blackness of space, one on the south end and another on the north. Finally, one would be drawn back to the initial dome to gaze down at the contrasting ebony and marble steps that led a considerable distance to the grand entranceway, interspersed by silver flowing silver lines that seemed to shimmer, shift and move of their own accord. All and all the Capital had an air of mysticism and age despite its youth, and if one was to visit, or have the privilege to work in or around the grounds, you would never tire of the expert craftsmanship.

However, the great awe and pride that all felt upon looking at the Capital was forgotten on this day, for an emergency summoning of all Congress members had been called, and only on incredibly dire occurrences had this ever occurred.

And so they were summoned, from rich Human Senators from the core and inner worlds, to Sangheili Warlords and Councilors turned representatives and Senators. Even the Unggoy and Mgalekgolo had arrived, with the short and squat Unggoy arriving in ceremonial robes and cloaks to hide their rebreathers, and the reclusive and mysterious Mgalekgolo arriving in bonded pairs that kept to themselves, though a pair or two did, at times, engage Sangheili or veteran humans in their bizarre vibration communication.

The only beings not to have representation at the Capital were the Huragoks; although the sentient machines were indeed official citizens of the NSA the engineers were rather complacent beings, content to let others represent them. As such either the Sangheili or the Humans tended to speak for the Huragoks will, and that usually just tended to be going with the flow of whatever party has the most influence. However, the Huragoks were one the main reasons for the strength and prosperity of the NSA, for they, along with the Humans, were the only ones with the ability to accurately locate and decipher Forerunner artifacts and archives. As such the beings were requested to at least keep several of their more key members to at least observe the on goings of the congress.

That known, several of the odd almost squid like organisms arrived at the Capital through virtually unknown means, slowly drifting forward till they reached the capital main hall, remaining to themselves.

Slowly, after the pleasantries and greetings had been made, those few Congress members that were actually on Arcturus slowly trickled into the main entrance hall and began sitting and arranging themselves in the titanic funnel shaped main hall as they waited for the emergency summoning's meeting to be known. Of course, those several hundred or so members that were on the Keep were not the only members of the massive Congress. For, fully summoned, the Congress had two senators from each world and colony and then representatives based on population and species (representing the actually number of Lekgolo was rather difficult after all) to that end there were nearly seven thousand beings that made up the congress, and they generally preferred to remain in the comfort of their individual worlds instead hooking up a connection via hologram to the Capital during session. These many thousand flickering blue holograms had the effect of turning the main hall into a surreal ethereal experience with it literally glowing blue!

So, when the great doors the main hall finally slammed shut, and when the thousands of holograms flickered to life and quietly waited for the session to begin, and when the thousands of beings communicating settled down, finally, at the extreme center of the gigantic funnel, the President appeared.

President Whitman, closely followed by the Vice President and his cabinet, quietly ascended the small staircase that led to the raised box that composed the executive chair desk and podium. Generally, the president was not present for meetings of the Congress and either the Vice President or the Speaker of the Congress was situated at the box. For this meeting, however, the President slowly took his place in the tall, black leather upholstery chair that faced outwards towards the entire congress. Conscious of the of the unnatural silence that had blanketed the titanic room, Whitman rose to his feet, and after making sure his Sangheili Chief of staff was ready, walked to the central podium.

Whitman however paused, feeling the enormity of the situation bearing down on him: nearly a century ago the greatest conflict Humanity had ever faced had come to an end, against a threat that was literally alien in nature, and now he would ask for a declaration of war to start a conflict with no end in sight. He began his speech.

"Members of the New Species Alliance, we are gathered here at a moment of such gravity and enormity it cannot be put to words", Whitman paused letting his words sink in, also conscious of the News' drones floating around the room centering their cameras on him, "Many decades ago our races put aside their differences, their bigotry, and their hate. They were determined to create a galaxy where never again would the atrocities of the Great War occur again, to that end our New Species Alliance was created, a government for by the people, run by the people, and composed of those who would never again see the rise of Tyranny and corruption", Whitman's electronically enhanced words rang out across the hall, crashing and resonating across the many levels of wooden desks, Congressmen, and hologram projectors, "Although we have seen much hardship across the years, and although there are those who would see our great government destroyed we have endured! No, indeed our great people and planets have flourished under our careful guidance and the UNSC's strong protection!" There was a cheer at this a deafening boom that threatened to shake the very foundations of the Capital.

Whitman paused and waited calmly for the cheering and clapping to shut down, the guttural roars of the Sangheili didn't help to abate the din either. "We are now in the glory of a golden age! A time of great culture, wealth and expansion, never before have all our species seen such glory and prosperity, it truly is humbling to think of the situation we were all in so few years ago. We have cast our light of civilization into the great void of space, going further than any in our time. We have paid witness to the great wonders our universe can reveal, and we have weather the many storms she has sent us! Together we have upheld the mantle passed down to us from the might and wise Forerunners, we have guarded their ancient secrets and maintained a constant vigil against the ever present Flood threat", Whitman continued his litany, again pausing for another great cheer to reverberate across the hall.

"As we forever venture into the unexplored wilds of space we find new wonders, but also do we discover new threats", Whitman paused yet again, whetting his dry lips as he prepared himself for the next step, "Fellow beings of the New Species Congress, fellow beings of the Alliance, I am here to inform you of the treachery cruelty and barbarism of one new contender!" There were great mutterings and hushed conversations across the hall at this as the Congress members desperately speculated at what the President meant.

"Citizens it is with a heavy heart that I tell you that at the mixed species Shanxi colony a new race and interstellar power made itself known, with fire and blood!" a hushed silence fell across the hall with every single being fixating their gaze and minds upon the president, "Mr. Thervan if you would please?" Whitman quietly intoned to his Sangheili chief of staff who moved up to an enormous holo projector just to the rear of Whitman which he started up in short order.

As the Congress and the news' drones had their attention on the hologram that was currently a gigantic representation of the NSA's seal: a black background with a golden eagle entwined in a dance of death with the silver Sangheili bird of prey called a draxonic, the bird largely resembled a miniature dragon save its head which had a birds beak. Both birds' talons, wings, and beaks were made to envelope and enshroud four planets centered in the banner the four home worlds: Earth, Sanghelios, Balaho, and Te. Whitman resumed speaking. "These villains, the so called Turians of the Citadel, were responsible for the images that you will soon pay witness too, though I warn you the images you will see may disturb you", at his words the hologram changed from the NSA banner, to vids of the 4th's initial skirmish with the Turian patrol, to the vid the Turian admiral sent Captain McHenery before he was annihilated, and finally a still image of the remnants of Lou Yang.

A deathly silenced enveloped the Capital at the videos conclusion, that is until one Senator, a Sangheili form Sanghelios, rose to his feet and demanded from the president, "And I ask what has been done to gain vengeance to these vile desecrators, these foul pigs!? These ignorant fools?!" As the senator spoke his words got progressively more feral until he was literally spitting from his jaws. Roars of agreement and questioning arose from the Congress, quickly devolving into a massive shouting match with each politician trying to get the most attention. Finally Whitman had enough as he slammed his hand into the wooden podium and shouted at the top of his lungs, "SILENCE!"

The hall quieted quickly enough, with none in the hall being prepared from the outburst from the normally docile Whitman. He spoke again, "That, good senator from Sanghelios, the reason for this emergency meeting. We are here to vote on a declaration of war, and the granting of emergency powers to the UNSC High Command Security Council as dictated by the Harvest Protocol. Now there will be neither filibustering, nor stop gapping this vote. It will begin now! As his words passed his lips every holopad of the Congressmen's tables lit up with a simple vote: yay, or nay.

Twenty minutes later the final vote had been sent and all seven thousand three hundred and twenty three votes had been counted: 6534 for and 523 against with only 266 abstentions. Whitman sighed softly and made a short prayer to some unseen deity as he returned to the podium.

"The motion has carried. The NSA is officially at war with the Turian Hierarchy and the Citadel Council!"

**June 23 2650 GST, Citadel Council Tower, Salarian Wing**

Councilor Valern sat and silently pondered the dramatic and terrifying revelations that had been revealed over the recent days. Bruttianus and the Turians had slowly revealed more and more information regarding the 314 relay incident over the days, culminating in the revelation of the disaster at the criminal species colony, apparently called Shanshii, or something to that effect. Truly the Turian army and navy defeat should have terrified the Turian high command (such a decisive defeat of Turian forces hadn't been seen since the Krogan rebellions and even then only at sporadic occasions). In any case Bruttianus didn't seem highly perturbed, other than his complete and utter conviction that total war must be waged and that the criminal species must be subjugated by the council.

Valern did agree that the aggressive nature of the many species of this assumed coalition was disturbing, but at the same time she was dubious of Bruttianus' motives; he had reputedly always served his own interests and the savagery of the race seemed a bit to convenient for Valern to eat up. Of course, she was sure Tevos also had her doubts, but the Asari had always been a bit of a racist and arrogant bitch (her rather tenuous dealings with the Quarians had denoted this) and what should easily be able to see as a Turian plot was forgotten by her and devolved by her distaste of up and coming races.

That said, Tevos was apparently unwilling to investigate Bruttianus' claims, and merely wanted to continue her effort to depose him, then go on and declare war upon this alien coalition.

Valern, however, wasn't so short sighted. She knew that whatever this alien coalition was could be a massive threat to the Union, but blindly charging ahead would always get the aggressor destroyed. Valern, like all Salarians, favored a decisive first strike against any enemy, but heavy reconnaissance and analysis of their enemies had to be undertaken first. Thus, her proposal to the Dalatrasses to send a large detachment of the STG reserve to observe this Shanshii, and to spy on the Turian Committee of Galactic Security, was accepted with literally no protest. It was only practical after all, and she looked forward to meeting with her known heads of the STG.

The STG always had an unknown number of directors, none of them knew each other, nor did their agents and only the Dalatrass Council on Sur'Kesh know the identities and location of each Director. The other Dalatrasses were allowed the security of only one Director of the STG, usually within their System, and as both parties were replaced at a rather fast rate the actual time a Director was known was rather short. A Councilor on the other hand was given quite a special treatment. As the Salarian term for Councilor usually only lasted for about five years or so, and because the position was so powerful in the galaxy, that person was generally familiar with most of the Directors and had the most say in their actions aside from the Sur'Kesh council.

Valern was then quickly rewarded for her uncharacteristic patience with a dinging alarm on her Omnitool; the Directors were ready for the meeting. Valern quickly activated several vid screens, one for each Director, and sat back waiting for them to accept the vid communication request. One by one their faces appeared on her vids, though for each other their faces would be blackened and their voices disguised. Each one was equally important to the other, as each (save for the Head of the STG) was only responsible for a cabal, or about three dozen agents.

"Directors, I'm sure you have already been brought to speed over the nature of your assignment", the Directors didn't respond; they knew their assignments before they read the official transmissions from the Dalatrasses, this was how it had always been, "I, however, wanted to make sure that several key facts that I doubt even you were aware of is known".

"Go on councilor Valern", the only director from Sur'Kesh's system intoned, clearly flustered that she apparently knew more than him.

She smiled slightly to herself, unable to hide her pleasure of knowing more than the esteemed STG Directors, "You have been allowed to know that your task is to infiltrate the Turian Republic and ascertain the authority of the government and the downfall of the hierarchy", the directors nodded, it was an important task and would require many cables to be completed, "What you have not been told is that three of you and your cables will also be investigating the so called relay pair 314 incident, and the validity of Councilor Bruttianus' claims against the criminal species on the other side of the pair", Valern paused and made sure emphasis was placed on her next words, "Know that this task take the utmost precedence over the other, and if a cabal is…compromised, one investigating the Republic is to be diverted to the dark side of the 314 pair. You will be notified your cables designations in these roles as soon as you are just outside Turian space".

Valern ended her string of orders and waited for any questions, one came from the Sur'Kesh director again, "I have become privy to the information regarding the inhabitants on the other side of the relay, they reportedly our quite advanced for a recently discovered species and were able to trounce an entire Turian expeditionary fleet, that alone is no small feat. My question is: what if these xenos are advanced enough to detect and, great spirits forbid, capture or destroy our vessels?" It was a hard question one that truly questioned the pride of Valern as she responded.

"That eventuality has been addressed, and although unlikely, if such an event were to occur you and your agents must immediately withdraw, and if that is impossible, you are to wipe all data on your computers and…neutralize yourselves and your vessels", at Valern's words there was a heavy silence, such contingencies were not unheard of in the STG, when fighting the Rachni and the Krogan for example cells that were detected were forced to undergo this procedure, but giving such credit to a before unheard of species secretly made many of the directors nervous. The Director from Sur'Kesh however, seemed to have no qualms and responded quickly enough; the only hint of his nervousness was his abandonment of grammar.

"Seems appropriate, alien species gaining STG level information highly unsavory, will see to it that my team will perform above and beyond your desired parameters", With that he cut the connection, and the rest, getting the hint, quickly followed suit leaving Valern alone in her office.

The galaxy was advancing far too quickly for the usually very adaptive Salarians, Valern noted in the sudden silence. She knew changes had to be made, or the entire Salarian way of life was in danger.

And so, in the inky blackness of space, and on the far corners of the Salarians holdings, dozens of specialized stealth frigates jumped forward to the unknown, and their destiny.

**A/N so there we have it, the official declaration of war by the NSA, and the Salarians response to Bruttianus' claims. I hope I have appeased those who thought I had dumbed down the other Citadel races; they're not stupid, Bruttianus is just very very manipulative. Anyway, tomorrow and Friday I have literally all day to work on this story so look forward to a codex, timeline, and perhaps another chapter if I have enough inspiration juices left. Until then continue to review review review, and again I must thank your guy's continued support. We have hit over 500 hundred followers, when I started this story I never thought that would happen and it greatly humbles me that so many people like what I consider to be merely competent writing. Anyway happy New Year everyone, and I look forward to seeing you all again soon. Until then –JoetheHighlord out**


	11. The Codex Part 1 of lord knows how many

**Chapter 11ish: The Codex**

_"It's not overpowered; it's an elegant weapon from a more civilized age,"_

**The Alliance Encyclopedia: **A database of all, political, economic, social, and technological advancements within the NSA. On virtually any holopad as a pre-installed app, and only a few finger taps away on a console thanks to the NSA's interstellar internet.

**The NSA: **The New Species Alliance is the political merging of the species, Human, Lekgolo, Sangheili, Unggoy, and Huragok. Officially formed in 2581 August 13, the Alliance is the overarching government of all five species and their colonies centered in the capital of Arcturus Keep. The NSA is made up of a massive legislative branch called the Alliance Congress which votes upon the laws and regulations of the NSA, an Executive branch made of a President, Vice President and his or her cabinet who administer and enforce the laws of the Congress, and a Judicial Branch which interprets the validity of the Congresses' Laws. Bound by the laws and protocols dictated by the Alliance constitution, the many different political entities are generally exempt from corruption and racism, although, there have been several cases of corrupt politicians in the past. Most of the NSA's founding principles were derived from the country of old America in the Human's home world: Earth. However, several principles, such as a very powerful legislative branch, are concepts taken from the Sangheili.

**The Alliance Congress:** The Alliance Congress is the enormous political entity most responsible for the laws of the NSA. The congress, situated in the titanic Capital building upon Arcturus Keep, is composed of over seven thousand Senators and Representatives. To ensure that each species is equally represented, and that uprisings like the Insurrection are a thing of the past, each colony, independent of size or importance, is allowed two senators to participate in the Congress. Representatives, on the other hand, are a more accurate representation of a colonies population. For example a hugely populated, but human only world like Reach would be allowed to send up to fifteen representatives. On the side of the spectrum a small world, such as the Sangheili colony of Vandar Keep would only be able to send one Representative. Both branches of congress must agree to pass each law or motion, and for a law to pass it must have over fifty percent of the vote. This system while good for representing a cut and dry population such as the humans or Sangheili is much more difficult when the Lekgolo are taken in to account, for if each Lekgolo worm was counted individually, they would be the most populous race by far. As such, measures to change the system are being under taken by the congress itself.

**The Alliance Constitution: **The document that ratifies the founding of the NSA and the initial laws that bound it. There are many sections and protocols in the Constitution; however several of the more important and well known are the Harvest Protocol, the Founding Principles, the Forerunner solution, the Upholding of the Mantle, and the Sacredness of the Reclamation. The Document was signed the day the NSA was formed and was signed by such notable individuals as Grand Admiral Terrence Hood, and Arbiter Thel Vadam.

**The Harvest Protocol:** The protocol in the NSA constitution that states that at a period of extreme emergency to the state the NSA would cede all authority to the United Nations Space Command, the UNSC would then be granted emergency powers controlled by the High Command Security Council. Upon the end of such an emergency the UNSC would relinquish the emergency powers and the NSA would continue as before. Several situations that initiate the Harvest protocol are, but are not limited to: the significant reemergence of a Covenant threat headed by either the Brutes or the Prophets, an emergence of a new and hostile alien force, widespread insurrection across multiple planets, a Flood outbreak exceeding ten thousand infection forms, any Flood forms seizing a FTL capable vessel, or any of the separate races declaring war upon each other.

**The Founding Principles: **The various initial laws and beliefs set down in the NSA constitution. Mostly designed to ensure equality and prosperity across the five races the founding principles also laid out the groundwork for the NSA government. These documents are widely considered to be the most important part of the NSA constitution. The breakings of any of the founding principles by politicians, military leaders, or even common citizens are grounds for an extensive jail period, expulsion from office, or court martialing.

**The Forerunner Solution: **The protocol in the NSA constitution that states that any Flood forms are to be destroyed on sight, infected citizens or military personnel are to be euthanized immediately and any Forerunner station with a Flood outbreak is to be destroyed despite any artifacts or relics onboard. The Forerunner solution goes on further to state that if a flood outbreak covers a significant portion of a world that world will be subject to glassing if no suitable alternative is feasible, home worlds are NOT exempt from this clause. This is by far the most controversial of the clauses of the Constitution, and was amended at 2625 to remove the immediate euthanizing order. However, the UNSC "Convinced" the NSA to remove the amendment as soon as they got word of it. Also note the even Congress members infected with by Flood will be euthanized.

**Glassing: **The term given to the destruction of a planet's surface and ecosystem through the use of energy projectors or plasma turrets, glassing has been used by the Covenant for thousands of years. There are two main methods of glassing, close range bombardment by use of energy projectors, or orbital bombardment via plasma turrets. Both render the surface of a planet into a mineral called lechatelierite which is similar to glass (hence the name). Glassing is sanctioned by the UNSC only in the direst of circumstances, and there lies a great controversy behind the morality of glassing. Despite this the UNSC insists that glassing any number of planets is better than even a minor flood outbreak, and so far, the NSA agrees with them.

**The Sacredness of the Reclamation: **The last of the well-known clauses within the NSA constitution, the Reclamation clause states that no race will interfere with the human reclamation of Forerunner artifacts and technology. The other races are allowed to help with the reclamation, but the hoarding of artifacts and the preventing of humans or Huragoks from examining them is a crime punishable to life in a UNSC prison. Although this clause initially seems to give humanity untold power, and ensure corruption and inequality, it was later amended by the Upholding of the mantle amendment.

**The Upholding of the Mantle:** The amendment to the initial Sacred Reclamation clause, this states that while humanity has the authority of all Forerunner artifacts, those discovered by other species are allowed to remain where they are as long as human scientists can examine and study them. Furthermore, Humanity is bound to share all technological advancements they discover from forerunner artifacts, this is then ensured by a multi species team assigned by the Alliance Congress.

**The UNSC: **The United Nations Space Command or the UNSC is the military superpower that polices patrols and protects the NSA's territory. Composed of all species of the NSA, (although the Huragok technically are only technicians) the UNSC composes the naval, land, air, and space naval forces of the NSA. The UNSC was founded hundreds of years ago by humanity, and was the governing body of humanity before, during and slightly after the Great War. The force slowly integrated with the Covenant species militaries after the NSA was founded and is now composed of all of their technologies. In times of emergency the UNSC is also granted emergency powers and imposes martial law upon the entire Alliance. The true power of the UNSC is classified, but it is estimated that it's standing military from the militant human and Sangheili cultures alone numbers at least in the hundreds of millions (If a draft was issued and the Unggoy alone were called this number could climb into the billions) As for its naval power, this is also classified, but estimates by military analysts suspect there are several tens of thousands of vessels at the UNSC's fingertips. Note that CDF units are not put into the estimate as they are not a standing military, rather a planetary militia.

**UNSC Chain of Command: **While much of the UNSC remains shrouded in mystery her chain of command is well known. High Command goes from Grand Admiral, Fleet Admiral, Admiral, Commodore, Field Marshal, Grand General, Major General, General, and Lieutenant General. Traditionally Sangheili and Humans hold most of these positions with very few Unggoy holding lower positions and no Mgalekgolo ranking in High Command. This is attributed to human and Sangheili military experience and the culture of both species, and while Unggoy theoretically could hold the rank of even Grand Admiral their natural timid and submissive nature goes against this possibility, although as in all things there are exceptions. Note High Command is not to be mistaken for the tendency of UNSC soldiers referring to their current commanders as High Command. For example a general and his staff may be called High Command of a particular unit or force, but he may not be a member of the actual Command situated on Arcturus. Also note that the two lowest rank for both naval and land command, Commodore and Lieutenant General, are not usually at High Command meetings, they are only present when all of High Command is called in, and then they are generally there to observe, not command. High Command's location varies, but generally they are located upon Arcturus Keep.

**Grand Admiral: **The highest rank that can be achieved within the UNSC there are only ever two at a time. The Grand Admirals are responsible for the entirety of the military and are usually regulated to maneuvering and commanding the many fleets within the UNSC. Only one Grand Admiral is currently known to the public: the Sangheili Rtas Vadum. The identity of the other current Grand Admiral is classified by the UNSC stating that it is for the Admiral's own safety. Guesses as to whom the Grand Admiral is ranges from Arbiter Thel Vadam, to the hero of the Great War: the Spartan John-117.

**High Command Security Council: **The top twenty ranking members of High Command, the Security Council, while always existent, does not generally issue orders to the rest of High Command. Rather, during times of emergencies one among their rank is elected as a quasi-Dictator and he or she is given complete authority and power. While there is a possibility for abuse with this system a detrimental Dictator will be removed by the remaining members of the Council and replaced in short order. As member of the Security Council retire or die they are replaced via a list of candidates given to several different Smart AIs utilized by the UNSC.

**Arcturus Keep: **The Capital of the NSA, Arcturus Keep is a titanic space station twice the size of the also immense High Charity. Beginning construction in 2583 in the Arcturus system, the Keep took over thirty years just for half of it to be finished and allow population of the station. Constructed using tens of thousands of Huragoks and Forerunner drones, the overall design of the Station was the same to the old high charity, with a massive mushroom shaped superstructure however, there are also five massive wards that thrust from the "stem" of the mushroom out into space. Home to over thirty seven million inhabitants Arcturus is the most populated artificial installation within NSA space. Arcturus is also home to the headquarters of the UNSC and many mega corporations such a Terra Firma Corporations, and Sirta Foundation.

**Terra Firma Corporations: **A massive multi stellar human corporate conglomerate, the Corporations are noted for being headed exclusively by humans and for being one of the few companies independent from the UNSC legally allowed to manufacture and sell weapons. Specializing in kinetic small arms, Terra Firma Corporations is largely responsible with kinetic weapons remaining relevant in the galactic scene. Discovering many breakthroughs in the creation and mass productions of ammunition, Terra Firma has patented hundreds of rifles, SMGs, pistols, and MGs that can be found throughout NSA, and they sell in mass to the UNSC and the CDF at highly discounted costs. A stigma tends to follow the company as its founding members were very anti-xeno, the ownership of the corporation has changed several times, but by and large Humans at Terra Firma Corporations are all reputed for a slight hostility to any foreign species.

**Sirta Foundation: **The multi species corporate entity, Sirta Foundation is responsible for the creation of Medi Gel, and heavy duty Bio Foam. Also ranging in private security armor and gene therapy the company has reputedly solely added fifty years to the life span of every species within the NSA, all without the breakthroughs from Forerunner research. Selling at great discount to the CDF and UNSC Sirta Foundation has saved untold lives throughout the years.

**Medi Gel: **substance resembling bio foam in its regenerative properties. Produced and discovered by Sirta Foundation, Medi Gel along with Biofoam is used by military and medical personnel to treat wounds and ailments ranging from third degree burns, heavy laceration, broken bones, and entire limb regrowth. Medi Gel by itself however cannot regrow limbs; rather it acts as a stabilizer and a shield to ward of bacteria and infection. It grafts skin back together at molecular levels and greatly speeds up the body's natural ability to heal damage and injuries. Most Medi Gel also has a numbing or "cooling" effect to the recipient when applied; this is in stark contrast to the fire like sensation of Biofoam

**CDF: **The CDF or, Colonial Defensive Forces, are byproducts of how woefully unprepared and ill equipped the UNSC was during the early months of the Great War. How far the Covenant was able to push into the outer colonies showed that despite how militant and powerful and society was, there is always another more prepared and more powerful. To that end a semiprofessional and semi organized force of defenders was created by the UNSC to act as a first response force to colonial attacks. This force was later released as a separate wing of the military Juggernaut. The CDF, while subservient to the UNSC, has its own chain of command, trains its own soldiers and crews its own ships. Their units are trained and posted at their own systems and colonies are not accepted as valid until at least a marginal CDF presence is at the colony's system. Capable of raising both ground units with minimal mechanized support and a light air garrison the CDF's true strength remains their armed vessels. Built and purchased from the UNSC these vessels are highly regulated, and all CDF vessels are carbon copies of their UNSC counterparts. The only difference is their lack of Slipspace drives. The lack of these drives dramatically lowers the cost of building the vessels, and removes a great drain on the energy output of the ship, this reserve power is redirected to the Vessels energy shields and engines, directly creating the Strongest shields seen in the UNSC, and ships capable of maneuvers and speeds that seem to defy the laws of physics. The CDF however remains quite controversial, with many influential liberal voices within the Congress stating it is only a UNSC pretense to monitor and control the colonies. Whatever ulterior reasons may lie behind the CDF however pale to the security and early responsive measures they can provide. The CDF along with the UNSC are also responsible for the construction, maintenance, and supplying of the ODP's or orbital defense platforms.

**Energy Shielding: **A form of shielding utilizing highly energized particles. From personal to titanic ship shields, Energy Shields are capable of blocking any type of attack, although direct energy weapons tend to cause them to fail much more rapidly. Energy Shields were one of the many advancements the Covenant held over Humanity in the Great War and allowed for extreme naval dominance. While there were examples of energy shielding by humans prior to the war's end at 2553 full scale ship shields had yet to appear, however quickly following the war's conclusion and the UNSC's recovery energy shielding was made mandatory upon every ship. Enveloping the entire being, vessel, or machine they protect Energy Shields, despite popular belief, are always present. They do however remain invisible to the eye, and only appear when they are deflecting or absorbing attacks. The UNSC keeps a tight restriction on the manufacture of Energy Shielding and the purchase of anything above small vehicle grade is highly regulated and monitored.

**Slipspace Drives:** Allowing interstellar travel by creating a portal to the alternate dimension "Slipspace", these Drives are the single most important technological marvel for all of the species of the NSA. Truly only discovered by humanity, as the rest had the Prophets give them slipspace travel, humans and Huragoks remain by and large the only professionals of Slipspace travel. That said, their Shaw-Fujikawa Drives were much less precise than the covenant's engines and only after the integration of the Covenant species did the Slipspace drives grow more advanced. Utilizing particle accelerators the current Slipspace drives allow travel by creating a microscopic black hole that lasts for nanoseconds, before that the engine manipulates them into creating the gate that allows travel into Slipspace. Little is known or understood about the odd realm of slipspace, but its alternate properties to real space allow much simpler travel than conventional engines, imagine a three hour journey taking as little as milliseconds! This and more Slipspace allows.

**Slipstream Space: **The technical term for the seven alternate dimensions that allow travel via Slipspace drives. Drives open a gate to Slipspace in real space, enter slipstream for the duration of their journey, and are then expelled when they reach their destinations. What one sees and feels during a journey through slipspace varies, but generally travelers report feelings of loneliness, depression, and an acute sensation of cold despite being in well heated environments. Slipspace looks either black as midnight or a dull grey depending on the being.

**Reach: **The military fortress world of the UNSC in the Epsilon Eridani system was the second largest population center for the UNSC prior to the Great War. It was glassed in 2552 in an event later called the fall of Reach, though the covenant's true desire was not to destroy the planet, rather, they desired a Forerunner artifact the UNSC discovered deep within the planet's rich Titanium mines. Once Reach was glassed Humanity's sole remaining fortress world was their home world: Earth. Reach was reclaimed and Terraformed by the UNSC during the period known as the reconstruction, it then briefly served as the Headquarters for the UNSC. Today Reach remains an important world with a population in the billions, however the scars of the Great War are deep there and it is mostly a human only world, with the only covenant species present being those in the military. Economically Reach is vital to the UNSC as its titanium veins remain largely intact and even today more are being discovered, this coupled with a massive civilian and military ship production industry makes Reach an Industrial powerhouse.

**NSA Population:** The actual population of the NSA is hard to accurately portray, as the Lekgolo are very hard to represent, generally they are represented by the total number of intelligent forms the Lekgolo can mold into. The Unggoy also tend to be a bit of a conundrum, with their reproduction rates the annual census is hard pressed to accurately count them. That said the current estimated population of the NSA is 240,235,500,000. (Note that any numbers below the ten million digits are estimations.)

**UNSC Commodore's Introduction and Basics**

**(Found in a trash bin at the UNSC High Command headquarters)**

**About This Guide: **Congratulations sailor upon your promotion to the highly venerated rank of Commodore! Your new rank will provide many different challenges and tasks for you to undertake, some of them may be daunting at first, but this guide was made with you in mind! Here is a complete databank of all the vessels, species, tools, weapons, and tactics you will have at your disposal. As a Commodore you will have many new duties, and as a leader of men it is your duty to fulfill them, and we will be there with you every step of the way.

**What does it mean to be a Commodore? **As a Commodore you have been noticed by the UNSC high command for your gallantry, skill, ingenuity and leadership abilities. All these and more are needed as a Commodore. In your new rank no longer will you be commanding single ships, or small groups of vessels in combat, no, you will be leading entire battle groups and flotillas into battle and the unknown! You will be tested with your ability to interact with other figures of authority as you are now officially part of High Command. Your social skills will be tried daily as you deal with the struggles of the hundreds of different personalities and species within a fleet, and finally your naval tactical skills will be reformed and refined as you may have to command completely different vessels. Most importantly, as a young Commodore remember: although you are a member of High Command there will be others within your fleet such as Captains of a particular vessel that know more than you. Listen to their advice and wisdom, and remember: a humble leader is a victorious leader.

**What is a Battle Group? **A battle group is a collection of vessels smaller than a fleet, but decidedly larger than a detachment. Battle Groups are can be called many different things, but usually it is their flagship's named followed by the number of ships in the group. Your role as a battle group varies, but you can assume planetary defense (such as the ten wings of Arcturus), deep space patrol, tours in remnant space, or other more specific tasks. Battle groups are created as they are needed and disbanded when they're not, but don't worry; Highcom generally tries to keep the same crews and ships together (so you'll keep any friends you make, but also any enemies). As a Commodore your role is to coordinate, and logistically supply your battle group. You provide overarching strategy in battle and prepare the plans of attack beforehand. Remember that the roles of battle groups vary and you'll have to touch up on your knowledge of UNSC naval doctrine for the different warships under your control.

**UNSC Naval Doctrine: **UNSC naval doctrine has changed much throughout the years, from the advancements garnered from the Forerunners and the covenant, and the intermingling of five different species this is easy to see why! That said current doctrine puts a heavy focus on the strength of capital ships, carriers, cruisers and destroyers. As a Commodore you will have a healthy amount of firepower at your fingertips and getting the biggest decisive blow at the beginning of the battle can mean the difference between life and death. Rely on the power of your heavy ships shields and Armor, their hulls and shields can take a pounding, the frigates and corvettes cannot! Whenever facing a numerically superior force remember try to get the enemy to waste energy and munition on your larger ships while your smaller frigate and corvette wolfpacks outflank and destroy your enemy. Utilize your battlefield, while the void of space may not be strife with the varying terrain of planets there are still natural phenomena that your vessels can use: hide your vessels in nebula to ambush your foes, draw your enemies into asteroid belts, and use terrestrial bodies to protect your flanks or trap your enemies in a pincer attack. Above all though remember to keep moving, your fleet has highly advanced slipspace drives for a reason; if all seems lost remember you can always jump away to fight another day. The best kind of battle is the one that is over is before it begins; use everything at your disposal to kill off the enemy before they can respond (prowler corvettes carry nuclear mines for a reason!) In the end though Commodore it will come down to the skill of the enemy and her commanders, and your skill and that of your crews so good luck!

**What will your have to work with? ** As a new Commodore you may be unfamiliar with the many different toys and machinery that you will get with all of the new vessels under your command, this database will go through each different piece, from the armor on your flagship, to the hundreds of fighters and theirs crews.

**Armor: **The plating and protection of your vessels will vary, but there are three different types. First there is human made **Titanium-A3** armor plating. This type of armor is generally the second strongest, with humanity putting a heavy focus on armor as they didn't have shields. Its strength will vary depending on its thickness but frigates can generally only handle several pulse laser or plasma turret blasts before they are ruptured, destroyers can take much more of the previous fire and even a plasma torpedo, Cruisers and carriers vary wildly, but you can expect them to take up to three torpedoes and plenty of pulse lasers. Remember, everything depends on where you are hit; attacks on your relatively unarmored engines will punch through your armor quickly, while attacks on your armored bulk of a stern will be repelled with ease.

**Covenant Armor: **Covenant designed vessels tend be much less armored and are among the least armored vessels in the UNSC. Their design philosophy puts emphasis more on the power of their shields then the strength of their armor, once the shields are down UNSC weapons can destroy covenant ships with relative ease. Try to keep Covenant vessels behind your more armored human and Forerunner designed ships, keep a good eye on their shield levels and whenever they reach critical levels pull them back!

**Forerunner Alloy: **the newest type of armor discovered by UNSC scientists in 2632, very few vessels have this incredibly thick and resilient armor. You can expect your flagship and carriers to have this armor and be glad for that: Forerunner armor is nigh indestructible! Expect your ships armored with Forerunner plating to be able to withstand at least six plasma torpedoes and even several seconds of a concentrated Energy Projector blast (a previously unheard of feat). However remember: this alloy is not invulnerable and it will be breached eventually! While few ships currently have Forerunner Plating at the current rate of production of the Alloys and the refitting of ships it is expected that all UNSC vessels will have the plating within the next two decades.

**Energy Shielding: **You know what energy shields are right? The blue or orange hexagons that appear around a ship when its hit? Well Energy Shielding is by far the most integral advancement in defensive technologies discovered by any species thus far. With the capabilities of deflecting any type of attack Energy Shields are mandatory on all vessels, armor, and infantry units in the UNSC and CDF. Your ships will have the most recent types of Energy Shield emitters: E Shields MK5. These shields, while far from invincible, utilizing Forerunner designed emitters these shields, depending on vessel types, can withstand multiple plasma torpedoes going as far as Super Carriers being able to withstand sixteen plasma torpedoes if charged at full strength. As a previous vessel OC you should understand that battle should never commence unless energy shields are at full charge, remember DEW weapons have the ability to almost instantly shatter shields utilize this if your enemy has a particularly powerfully shielded ship. It is important to note, though you probably already know, that Shields must be dropped across a small section of the ship in order to fire its weapons, this is usually only a small opening and is automated by the Dumb AIs aboard your ship.

**Naval Armaments**: Your future vessels have many different armaments, and, depending on your background, you may not know the full extent of their abilities or the tactics you should utilize when using them. There are three types of weaponry used by the UNSC: Kinetic based weapons, plasma based weapons, and direct energy weapons.

**Kinetic Weapons**

**Basics: **You may be thinking: what is the relevance of Kinetic weapons? Aren't Plasma weapons and DEWs highly superior? Well in a way you'd be right, but at the same time you'd be wrong. While it is true that plasma and DEWs may be superior in regards to efficiency and sheer power (as Kinetic weapons require plenty of ammunition) they are inferior in cost efficiency and energy usage. Both plasma and DEWs require large amounts of energy to operate and fire, in the Great War only the Covenant's Capital ships were able to reliably fire energy projectors at a constant rate, kinetic weapons on the other hand such as the Magnetic Accelerator Cannon use comparatively lower energy amounts. This coupled with shielding from EMP pulses and the diversity of Kinetic weapons keeps them prominent among the UNSC fleet, and by extension, your Battle Groups.

**MAC: **The MAC or Magnetic Accelerator Cannon is a kinetic weapon used by humanity prior to and during the Great War. Similar to rail guns, MACs use superconductors to energize dozens of coils surrounding a barrel to launch rounds of varying size forward at varying speeds. MACs were the sole weapons of the UNSC that were able to quickly penetrate the shields of the Covenant during the Great War. There are many different types of MACs and they have evolved greatly since the end of the Great War. The most common MACs found on the non-capital or carrier classes of the UNSC now fire one hundred ton ferric-tungsten round with a depleted Uranium core, the lighter weight of the round and advanced superconductors allow the round to achieve speeds of one thousand kilometers per second. This change was due largely to the covenant simply being able to avoid MAC rounds as the older rounds both moved slowly and were unguided. Super MACs (those fired from ODP's) are largely unchanged, though their three thousand ton round now fires at seventeen thousand kilometers per second as opposed to twelve thousand. Ultra MACs fire a six hundred ton round at one thousand and five hundred kilometers per second.

**Missiles**: The missile payload of the UNSC vary, but a key change since the Great War is their plasma coated warheads, allowing easier breaching of shields and armor. All told Archer, Rapier, and Howler missile pods can be found on your ships. Non-nuclear missiles by the UNSC are one of the Kinetic types of weaponry that are fading from use. Their inability to pierce Energy Shields and the ease that point defense systems have of taking them down make their use against naval vessels pointless unless used in massive quantities. Generally fired in pods of twenty to thirty missiles, they also come in the oversized varieties which fire forty to sixty missiles. Oversized missile pods are only found on destroyers, cruisers, and capital ships. Dumb AI guidance systems and plasma coated warheads have boasted their life within the UNSC, but weapons such as the pulse lasers, plasma turrets, or Spartan lasers are simply more effective than the variety of missiles. However, it should be noted that the missiles aboard your ships require very little of your ships energy to fire, and against unshielded or large enemy vessels they still remain a viable option. An experimental type of missile that splits into multiple missiles directly before impact is in design, and if successful, this will more or less save missile programs.

**Nuclear Ordinance: **While the missiles of the UNSC already discussed are indeed nuclear, the payload of their blasts are very minor compared to that of the dedicated ship to ship warfare missiles and mines. Shiva Class missiles are the most used in ship to ship warfare with the Covenant remnant, with the ability to destroy dozens of ships in the nuclear blast; they were used in only the direst circumstance by the UNSC during the Great War, often as a final measure. HAVOK tactical Nuclear weapons are deployed and used more often in planetary campaigns than ship to ship warfare, with a thirty megaton yield they generally are deployed as sabotage by ODST, Ranger, Spartan, or Spec Ops units. Hornet nuclear weapons are deployed as mines by UNSC prowlers with active camouflage and stealth systems to hide from the enemy until it is too late. Hornets also have a yield of thirty megatons. Overall, Nuclear ordinance is less effective than the Covenants Anti-matter weaponry (only seven percent of the fissionable material in the UNSCs nuclear weapons are explosive compared to the hundred percent of Anti-Matter weapons) but they are much more stable and cheaper than the Anti-Matter variant.

**Onager Mass Drivers:** Similar in functionality of the larger MACs, the mass drivers aboard your vessels are designed to be used in broadside functionality, with all of them firing at once at a single target. Best used against already unshielded targets, the onagers are relatively ineffective against shields, but tear through armor with ease. These weapons should be used at "knife" fighting range with the enemy, or to fend of enemy fighter craft. These are again a new addition to the UNSC, and have only been added due to the energy available with new power sources.

**Rail Guns: **Rail guns are a weaker variation of the MAC, only recently being experimented by the UNSC. These guns theoretically are meant to replace the MACs as they allow comparatively weaker rounds to be fired in quick succession. Currently they are only employed upon the starboard and port sides of destroyers as a variant of the onagers, albeit a much more powerful version. At the very least it is expected these guns will replace the onager mass drivers as destroyer captains report that their vessels have a much higher kill rate with rail guns. Powered using an electric motor a current travels through a positive rail, through the projectile, and down the negative rail creating a complete circuit. This launches the projectile forward at incredible speeds and results in devastating damage. However, due to their habit to cause wear and tear on the rails of the gun after repeated firing they are unreliable, and could cause damage to ships if they malfunction. Coupled with heavy power requirements and unreliability rail guns are still a long way to go before they replace the venerable MACs.

**Plasma Weaponry**

**Basics**: Plasma weaponry was exclusively used by the Covenant during the Great War, coupling with their shielding technology this allowed them to demolish the UNSC in almost every naval engagement even in a three to one ratio against them. Plasma is a partially ionized gas in which a small portion of its atoms are free of an atomic orbit, this allows Plasma to have properties unlike any of the other three states of matter, making plasma the fourth. It is usually naturally found is sources of great heat, such as stars. Plasma has a heat of three thousand and five hundred degrees centigrade, to put that into perspective the surface of a standard star is five thousand five hundred degrees centigrade. Highly power taxing to utilize, plasma weaponry is very effective against shields, and has the ability to cut through lightly armored ships like butter. Utilized either by Plasma Torpedoes or Energy Projectors, plasma weapons can be terrifying to behold, but remember: they have very high energy costs and recharge rates compared to other weapons! Above all remember: your ships are most vulnerable right before Plasma weaponry fires, for not only are a small portion of your shields down, but if your weapons are hit they will release all of the energy they've collected, _inside _your ships.

**Plasma Torpedoes:** The more common type of plasma weaponry, these torpedoes fired from Plasma Turrets are magnetically contained plasma that can cause massive destruction to a ship. Plasma Torpedoes should be noted to cause a significant drain on a ships power production, and can only fire two or three torpedoes at a time before a significant cool down period occurs. Of course, this is relative to the size of the ship, as a frigate cannot even come close to matching to the power output of a ship like an Assault Carrier. Your best use of plasma torpedoes is at long range volleys; remember that your main enemy, the covenant remnant, has weak armor as such launch volleys with about three torpedoes per ship, two for the destruction of the ship, and a third for the energy shields (this is dependent on ship class, but for the more common ships like frigates and cruisers this should be enough). When plasma weapons are used against your remember that they are nigh impossible to avoid, your best bet would either be to intercept shots for your smaller ships with your larger more powerful ships, or keep your smaller ships in the rear at long distance engagements.

**Energy Projectors: **These terrifying weapons have changed little since the conclusion of the Great War. Firing a thin stream of energized atoms, energy projectors have the capability of causing wanton destruction to enemy ships and planets alike. In naval combat they have a theoretically infinite range, but practically they can only be fired with reliable accuracy at one hundred and fifty thousand kilometers, however the speed their shots nearing that of the speed of light they are literally impossible to evade. These behemoths are a massive drain on your ships power production and can only be fired for a short period before they recharge, however, during that duration they have the capability of cutting through shields and armor alike like butter, sometimes utterly decimating entire ships. Most ships within the UNSC have been fitted to have at least one energy projector on them (for use in need of glassing), but you should make a habit of using them on the smaller ships as only a last resort, as it can cause smaller vessels like frigates to lose a large percentage of their engine momentum and their shield strength. Like MACs, your energy projectors should be used at long distances to annihilate enemy capital ships before the battle can start, with the ability to tear through multiple ships make sure you line up shots in expectation to hit two ships. If an energy projector is present among the enemy fleet make a priority of targeting and destroying that ship first; it will be the most dangerous. Finally, the power of energy projectors in glassing must be discussed. You may have varying opinion on the morality of destroying a large percentage, or even an entire planet through the process of glassing, but remember it is only used in the direst of circumstance: a flood outbreak.

**Direct Energy Weapons**

**"It's not overpowered; it's an elegant weapon from a more civilized age," **

**Basics: **Direct energy weapons, or DEWs, vary in the UNSC. From point defense systems and long range capital ship super weapons they have the possibility to be the most versatile weapons in the UNSC arsenals. As of now direct energy weapons are in their infancy and only through breakthrough discovered from Forerunner research are we beginning to understand them more. It is key to point out that your main DEW weapon, the energized light cannon (usually just called the DEW by naval personnel), is the single most energy taxing part of your ship, it may have the power of vivisecting remnant capital ships, but it can also leave you floundering without any other weapons to fire. There is one good thing that should be stated immediately: DEWs, as of now, are exclusive to the NSA. While the covenant remnant does have access to Pulse lasers, these cannot match the destructive power of our armaments. As with plasma weaponry it is important that you remember your ships are most vulnerable right as they fire, for the reasons stated before.

**Spartan Laser Point Defense System: ** The Spartan laser point defense system is similar to the weapon utilized by the UNSC with its namesake, the Spartan Laser, (Model 6 Grindell/Galilean Nonlinear Rifle Point Defense System was considered abhorrently long by the UNSC). Albeit on a larger scale than their predecessor the point defense system operates largely in a similar way, after a charging period of about two seconds a high intensity red laser is emitted from the barrel and launches forward at near light speed to their target. Contrary to popular belief the laser is not a single continuous stream; rather it is many different bursts being fired so rapidly it gives the illusion of solidarity. These weapons surprisingly are the one of the most cost effective among the UNSC as their energy requirements are negated by their power, accuracy, and lack of ammunition as opposed to the aging fifty millimeter point defense weapons. It is important to remember these systems are not designed for ship-to-ship combat; instead they were designed for repelling smaller strike craft, boarding parties or missiles (although situations regarding the last option would have to be_ extraordinary_). However, in extreme emergencies the powerful Spartan lasers can be used in lieu of other weapons as a last resort; just don't expect miracles from them.

**Pulse Laser Defense Systems: **Utilized mainly by covenant vessels, Pulse laser defense systems are similar to Spartan Laser systems, but are slightly less powerful and more of a drain on power. Like the Spartan lasers these defenses are strategically placed around your ships to maximize their ability to fight off enemy fighter craft and or missiles. These lasers, along with energy shielding, are the main reason missiles are slowly going out of favor with the UNSC; they are widespread throughout the covenant remnant and can pick off even the hundreds of missiles that are fired. Against shields they are largely ineffective, and while they can melt through the armor of ships it would take multiple salvos, and by that point it would be better to just buckle down and launch a plasma torpedo at the enemy ship.

**The Energized Light Canon: ** This is the granddaddy of all the DEWs. Capable of instantly frying energy shields and cutting through multiple ships, the Energized light Canon (more simply called the DEW) is the ultimate anti capital ship weapon. The energized light Canon is the byproduct of Hardlight weapon research's infancy. We know we have only scratched the surface of Hardlight technology, but after viewing the DEW in action it IS hard to see why. Functioning similarly to energy projectors, but with light, the DEW hardens the individual photons of light together for a brief instant before tearing them apart on a microscopic scale; this releases an inordinate amount energy which should fry the entire weapon, if it wasn't for Hardlight shielding still ringing the entirety of the reaction chamber. After this initial stage is accomplished the still formed Hardlight herds the energy to the firing barrel where the remaining Hardlight is ripped apart, the resulting reaction causing the energy to fire forward through the barrel and into whatever poor sap the weapon's operator has targeted; the entire process takes only milliseconds. As you should be able to imagine the process is _incredibly_ power taxing, and the entire weapon has to enter a cool down period of over five minutes to recharge and release excess heat and energy. These weapons are your most powerful asset, and while present on almost every UNSC ship, only cruisers and above should fire them unless it is an emergency. This is your ultimate weapon, use it conservatively, and remember that no shielding that we or the remnant possesses can protect from DEW's might.

**A/N Well there we have; the first part of the Codex. I hope you guys like the way I presented the information (I wanted it to actually readable for long entries as opposed to some of the more snooze worthy ones); if you do that's how I'll be doing for the rest of the codex entries. Originally I was going to put LITERLLY everything into a single entry, but then I realized that I was only about a quarter of the way done…with the NSA's codex. Anyway review and tell may what you thought, and if I made any mistakes let me know ASAP. By the way, I know that Valern is male, it was my fault I have actually never played the original Mass Effect (only two and three) and several fanfiction's I've read portrayed him as her. In any case Valern's personality will remain Canon (within reason of course) but for the sake of my sanity **_**she **_**will remain female. My next Codex update will be the vessels of the UNSC, and let me tell you that one will be a doozy. Until then JoetheHighlord-out**


	12. Chapter 11: References!

**Chapter 11: Ah the references, are they from video games or actual history?**

_Of thousands of others, nearer the center of the explosion, there was no trace. They vanished. The theory in Hiroshima is that the atomic heat was so great that they burned instantly to ashes - except that there were no ashes._

_-Wilfred Burchett_

**June 25, 2650. Tangashi Mountain Range, Shanxi System**

The Tangashi Mountain Range went on for hundreds of kilometers. Formed when the tectonic plates of Shanxi collided millions of years ago the mountains were a testament to the wonder and power of nature. Sheer faced cliffs capped with snow gave way to rolling hills shrouded by forests, valleys and lowlands permeated the natural maze of passes, rivers, canyons and gulches. Natural wildlife teemed within the area, from high flying avian predators, to the low level rodents and small mammals. The Tangashi mountain range was famed for this beauty, a rugged nature untouched by civilization; that was until now.

The beautiful coastland only several dozen kilometers away was forever shattered and blackened: a grave for millions of souls. An unnatural air would haunt the valley of Lou Yang for the rest of its existence. And for entire days at a time, the endless stream of lost souls, desperately running, fleeing from an enemy they did not know nor understand their defenders ominously low in number, and even weaker in spirit. Such became the world of Lou Yang, and soon after the first two hulking vessels touched down in the mountain's valleys dozens more followed, turning the valleys and lowlands into sprawling refugee camps, only barely guarded by the beleaguered new arrivals.

And then there were the others, those poor lost souls only doing their duty, abandoned by their commanders and fate. Those poor turians roamed the fields of Lou Yang, low in morale and supply, biology dooming them to the slow and agonizing death of starvation. This was Lou Yang, a world transformed by the flames of war, and for what purpose?

It was a stark reminder of the cruelness of the universe, or at least that's what Captain Marcus McHenery considered as he slowly made his way through the massive labyrinth of a hypercarrier. It was getting harder each day McHenery noted, he had been a soldier all his life, seen more than a few friends die in the line of duty, but never had McHenery lost as much as he had in the past month. The entire 4th R&D was gone, only the Charon Class light Frigates _Einstein _and_ Uncompromising_ had survived the engagement, now run by skeleton crews of the humans that survived the empty vessels were hard to live in; there were too many memories. McHenery had known his crews for nearly fifteen years; their sudden absence left the man feeling cold and meaningless. But, McHenery was nothing if not a good soldier, so he straightened his back, put a more meaningful walk into his stride, and all around tried to act as if nothing had occurred; it wasn't entirely successful. Still, it allowed McHenery to quickly traverse his way out of the hypercarrier, and for that he was grateful; the stifling confines of an overcrowded ship did not mix well with McHenery's emotions.

After giving a small smile to the harassed looking Sangheili private at the main hanger bay entrance Marcus quickly exited the ship, doing his best to try and ignore the suffering of thousands surrounding him. It was early in the morning, of course McHenery knew the standard time was eleven AM, but that didn't take into account the current cycle of Shanxi around the system's star, and so it was that the early light of the morning slowly crept up over the mountain peaks and into the valley below spilling the light into the sprawling refugee camps. Finding solace in the surreal sight McHenery climbed down the hypercarrier into one of the hastily erected firebases the 3rd had created upon its landing.

The camps had a feel of unease, the millions of civilians fearing another attack by the Turians, and the soldiers and marines secretly fearing the same thing. Of course McHenery knew that the fears were validated, for in the first time in nearly a century, his race and all the races of the NSA were at war. The message from Arcturus High command was short and to the point: Congress has voted yes on the declaration of war, and the fleets are being assembled to transit to Shanxi. Almost instantly Hood had sprung into action, locking himself in his office for hours at a time while he coordinated the mobilization after it was announced (to no one's surprise) that he had been elected as the dictator of High command for the duration of the war with the xenos. Most of the ranking officers of the 3rd had on optimistic outlook on the war; it would be "easy" they said. McHenery didn't subscribe to that notion, while he had no qualms of wiping out the Turians, in the back of his mind there was a nagging thought, telling him that covenant races thought that of humanity only a hundred years ago. At the very least the war would be costly; one only had to view the shattered remnants of Lou Yang to see that.

McHenery even thought for a fleeting moment, that what if these Turians that had attacked Shanxi were rebels? What if they were a xenophobic and religiously fanatical splinter group like the Covenant Remnant? The UNSC would then descend like wolves upon the innocent colonies of the Turians, tearing apart their defenses and putting their inhabitants to the proverbial sword. It was an uncomfortable notion, and one that McHenery struggled to eliminate. However, that notion was quickly disassembled by his knowledge granted by his comparatively high rank within the forces at Shanxi. The Turian captain, general and other officers they had captured in the aftermath of Lou Yang were tough nuts to crack, but ONI happened to be good at extracting information from unwilling recipients. After a while it seemed that their worst fears had been realized, and they were indeed attacked by the official Government of the Turians, but that's where it got really interesting: the information the Captain Ionelus provided seemed to be in complete contrast to what the others had spilled.

The Captain had spoken about a sort of militant hierarchy, somewhat similar to the UNSC emergency government, but the others had all given long litanies about their new and glorious republic that had shattered the tyranny of the old government. However both sides did tell of a sort of overarching government; imagine and extremely underpowered and smaller version of the NSA, it was the Citadel Council. According to the prisoners, and the data they had extracted from the Turian ships, the Citadel was made up of all major space faring species in the galaxy, and however the ones that really called the shots, the council, were only made up of the three most powerful: the Turians, the Asari, and the Salarians. In fact, there was quite a lot of information regarding the galaxy's government, history, species and what have you, and McHenery, the naturally curious man he was, had pretty much read everything that wasn't classified; that had been most of it.

For this Codex, as the prisoners called, was little more than an encyclopedia of incredibly general information about the Citadel government and her species, however what the UNSC really needed, like sensitive information on the Turian's colonies, military power, and governmental structure was largely missing. Add in the fact that the codex only addressed the evidently former "Hierarchy" and it was largely useless to the UNSC. That said it looked like it was going to be all or nothing at whatever the Turian's had at the other side of the relay, otherwise the UNSC simply had no idea where to go, for it seemed that the Turian's had something similar to the Cole Protocol: all of their computers and data storage devices were wiped, the AIs saying it looked like nothing was even there. It was a conundrum that the UNSC had faced during the early days of the Great War, the locations of the Covenant's colonies were unknown, and so even if the UNSC had enough resources to fight an offensive war, they couldn't.

All and all if made McHenery feel uneasy, as the naturally inquisitive man felt incredibly uncomfortable whenever something important was unknown to him, and this was a simply too large a gap to leave empty.

_But then again you're not ONI or Highcom, you were only the bloody CO of a R&D fleet, who knows what those spooks and high ups know that you and the rest of UNSC doesn't? _The silent musing made sense to McHenery and he was driven from his silent contemplation at the realization he had reached his destination: the 4th R&D's initial basecamp formed over three weeks ago.

The place was relatively important in the grand scheme of things, the frigate _Einstein_, was where the all the Turian POWs were shipped to right before the Turian's final attack. After everything else had happened, General William's arriving with what remained of Lou Yang's forces and population, Lord Hood touching down with nearly a hundred ships of the 3rd Wing, and the nearly impossible task of protecting the millions of refugees left the camp in a state of chaos. Due to that the prisoners' location had never been changed, and the spooks had simply come to the brig of the _Einstein_ to do their dirty deeds. That taken into account, it made a great deal of sense that this area (other than Hood's hypercarrier) was the most defended area in the mountain range.

There were nearly six thousand marines protecting the comparatively small patch of ground, and towers, walls, AA batteries, and gun emplacements galore had sprung up around the two small frigates. Secretly McHenery thought it was all unholy over kill, but then again he was proven wrong before. It was as he walked unchallenged through the checkpoint did he notice the commotion taking place at the center of the encampment.

As he gazed to see what the disturbance was he noticed three Turians were tied up and kneeled at gunpoint by several grim faced marines with the current commander of the detachment at the 4th, Colonel Martin Shalen of the 153rd marines' brigade, standing guard looking as if he was waiting for an officer of note to arrive, however seeing McHenery he saluted and promptly walked over.

McHenery returned the salute as he inquired roughly, "Colonel Shalen, care to tell me what in the hell is going on?"

"Captain, Right after you left for the debriefing your AI aboard the _Einstein_, Lee, noticed some sort of technical malfunction at the exterior of main engineering", the colonel began, "Three Huragoks were sent to ascertain the nature of the disturbance, as it turned out there were six turians attempting some form of sabotage on the engines. The Huragoks were detected and the Turians opened fire, two of the Huragoks, Heavily-Grounded and Quick-Adaption, were killed instantly, the other, Floats-Lightly, escaped and alerted Lee who informed me." The Colonel was clearly upset at the disturbance, mostly at the death of the pacifistic engineers; it only took a little time with the engineers to know how incapable of violence they were.

"In any case my marines arrived in short order, neutralized three turians and captured the three you can see over yonder", Shalen gestured to the three disheveled looking Turians, "We disabled what appeared to be a form of plastic explosive from the engines exterior and had notified Commodore Nardais when you arrived".

The Colonel finished his dialogue and moved to stand near the prisoners. McHenery walked over to one and tentatively lifted its head so he could look it in the face. The poor male looked awful, even by alien standards, he was missing several of his scales along his face, his fringe was bloody and tattered and overall it looked like the poor being hadn't eaten in days. McHenery also noted how young he looked; at least McHenery assumed he was young

"Did they have any identification or rank insignia?" McHenery asked.

"No sir", Shalen said, "At least none that I could tell, I personally interrogated them and while they refused the give me their names, we heard them speaking to each other and if the translation software is accurate and their ranking system is similar to ours, they are sergeant, private, and private respectively", he said while pointing to each Turian in turn, the one under McHenery's gaze being the sergeant.

"You boy", the Turian's gaze finally met McHenery's, "The Colonel over hear tells me that you're a sergeant", the Turian nodded slowly, "Well I happen to be quite familiar with your ranking structure, and I know that you lead a squad of fourteen Turians, and yet we only encountered six".

The Turian interrupted McHenery speaking in synthesized English with what sounded like _two_ voices, "Stop alien, for I will not tell you where they are", he then barred his mandibles and said, "I'm sure you wouldn't understand, but it's a matter of honor", he then dropped his gaze and looked at the ground again.

Sighing McHenery thought for a second, knowing what would happen unless the Turian was able to provide something important.

"Listen to me sergeant, we have more than enough prisoners, and we can barely feed them due to their dextro based needs", McHenery managed to regain the attention of the Sergeant, "You know what will happen if you don't give us something, and I for one am feeling compassionate today, but those soldiers out there", he pointed into the camp, "Are not, they've seen firsthand the cruelty of your species and would not hesitate to end your existence, so I ask again: where is the rest of you squad?"

The Turian merely gave a scratchy laugh and looked McHenery dead on, "Funny alien, you speak of compassion, and yet what will happen when I give you my squad? What will happen when you round them up? Don't respond for I know: you will kill us to eliminate a threat. Well know this I, nor will the two men you see beside me give up my soldiers".

Sighing McHenery rose to his feet, it was odd that fate would be this cruel to the Turians, for it was only this morning that Hood gave the order to stop taking prisoners of low value, if the Turians were captured only a few short hours before they would've been spared. McHenery nodded to the Colonel who in turn motioned to his marines, they took ahold of the Turians and in short order marched them out of the camp. There was a period of relative silence for several seconds before three shots rang out in the valley.

Looking at the ground for several long moments McHenery rolled his shoulders and lifted his Captains hat to ruffle his hair before looking back at the Colonel, "Well, I suppose I'll have to make a report of this to Grand Admiral Hood. I assume you'll look to the Huragoks?" the Colonel nodded.

"Very good, you may return to your duties Colonel Shalen", the Colonel snapped off a salute walked over beyond the camps checkpoint to deal with the Turians' bodies.

McHenery then proceeded into the _Einstein _and made the slow ascent to his quarters, more or less ignoring the marines or personnel who hurried this way or that way across the hallways. As he entered the small cabin that use to belong to a Sangheili captain McHenery moved over to the small desk located at the left side of the cramped room, and was it cramped; the small confines of the frigate truly did make him appreciate the luxury in sheer space that was available aboard a vessel like a Dreadnaught.

Sitting down in the rather uncomfortable, Sangheili designed chair, McHenery activated the holopad installed in the desk and sent a communications request to Lord Hood's personal office. Several moments later a soft dinging noise and the quiet hiss of a hologram coming to life brought McHenery's attention back to the holopad. Lord Hood looked even older than usual, McHenery noted, granted that wasn't surprising considering recent circumstances, but it always amazed McHenery of the willpower to continue that the man had.

"Captain McHenery to what do I have the pleasure?" Hood stated warmly, for whatever reason it seemed the Admiral had taken a liking to him and McHenery certainly couldn't see a reason why. McHenery responded.

"Grand Admiral, I've just called to file a disturbance and to make a request", he said pointedly

Hood raised a single white eyebrow and said, "Go on Captain."

"After I had returned from the debriefing the acting commander of the marines guarding my frigates, Colonel Shalen, had captured three turians who had attempted to sabotage the _Einstein's _engine", the Grand Admiral frowned at that, clearly concerned, "One of the Turians we captured was a sergeant as such he should have been leading a squad of fourteen soldiers, and yet there were only six in total.".

"What of the Turian prisoners?" Hood asked.

"After refusing to give more information they were neutralized as per your orders earlier this morning", McHenery stated simply, "My request being that I am allowed to send a squad or two of marines out to search for the rest of the squad, I don't like the fact that they're out there unaccounted for", Hood seemed to consider the proposal for a while, leaning back in his chair and saying nothing.

"No, Captain I'm afraid not. While I agree that these mountains are teeming with Turians sending out squads of marines would only complicate things, believe me, these mountains not only go on forever, but are honeycombed with dozens, of caves and passages; your Turian squad is probably long gone", McHenery frowned, but he supposed that the reasoning did make sense.

"What are we to do though? These remnant turians pose a significant threat, I have overheard three reports of infiltrating the refugee camps, attempting to do lord knows what before they were neutralized. We can't simply wait for them to starve to death".

Hood paused before answering, fiddling with the console on his end eventually bringing up a projection of the general area of Shanxi.

"The situation is more tenuous than you may have imagined", Hood stated gravely, with red dots slowly populating the map, "These are all known locations of Turian forces, all told we believe there may be as many as six thousand soldiers still unaccounted for on the planet. We originally believed that all Turian command had been wiped out at the conclusion of the battle, however, it seems that the majority of these Turians are being coordinated by some sort of authoritative figure", Hood gestured to the seemingly cognate and concise movements of the blocks of Turians, many of their movements directed at returning to the Turian base-camps, probably collecting supplies, then getting the hell out of dodge, before conglomerating on a village far to the west of Lou Yang.

"It looks like their headed for one of the outlying villages, perhaps trying to find shelter, hostages?" McHenery suggested critically.

"That is precisely what we believe they are attempting to achieve", Hood agreed, "General Williams tells me that the village the Turians are heading to, Chi Bi, is of little strategic importance, but what the populace had not evacuated and still remain in the village, more importantly there is a high value VIP in the town".

McHenery frowned as he considered the town, "Why in the name of God was the VIP not extracted to the bunkers before the siege? And why hasn't he been taken into protective custody afterward when we landed?

Hood sighed before he answered, "General Williams informed me of the situation with the VIP, Governor Zhou, had attempted an escape of the city with his staff and personal guard right before the city was laid siege to", Hood didn't attempt to hide his obvious distaste of the man as he spoke, "The dumb idiot flew right in front of a Turian gunship, luckily his ship was able to fly for several dozen more kilometers before it crash landed outside Chi Bi. General Williams assumed he was killed in the crash, but we have recently gotten a transmission from the man himself demanding an immediate evac from the village, apparently Turian's are surrounding the village and are threatening to overrun the Governor's meager defenses".

"So we go in and extract him and his staff?"

Hood nodded, "Precisely, in fact it is fortuitous that you contacted me when you did. Originally I was going to send an ODST squad to extract the Governor, but speaking with you reminded me of the Ranger Squad I believe General William's said he transferred to you?"

"Yes sir, D Squad led by Lieutenant Tristan Jones, but wouldn't say a Spartan Team be more suited for such a delicate task?" McHenery asked.

"Perhaps, but I consider the deployment of such a valuable asset as a Spartan Team for a simple extraction mission to be a gross miscalculation of valuable resources, besides the three Spartan teams aboard the 3rd wing were transferred to several fleets pushing back the covenant remnant's attack."

"Very well", McHenery relented, "I'll inform Lieutenant Jones to prepare his squad for immediate deployment, is that all Grand Admiral?"

Hood opened his mouth as if to say yes, but closed it and instead said, "No actually, if at all possible instruct the team to locate and eliminate the Turian leader. Also make sure they are aware if extraction of the Governor is impossible and he or his staff is in danger of being captured it is dictated they must eliminate the Governor, I'm sure you can understand his capture is a major breach of the Cole Protocol."

"I'll make sure they are informed Grand Admiral".

"Good, with haste captain", with that Hood cut the connection.

* * *

><p>Tristan jogged through the door of the <em>Einstein's<em> armory as he hastily pulled on and secured his helmet. Running through he was glad to see that the rest of his squad was already there, checking their equipment and gearing up for their mission. Although Sarkon looked more like she was going to go blow up an entire Scarab than she was going on an extraction mission. Inclining his head at the squad in way of salute he went about collecting his weaponry; as this wasn't a strictly stealth oriented assignment he felt no qualms after grabbing the good, powerful sounding and feeling Energized Light Assault Rifle, and the equally ostentatious kinetic Shotgun. In fact it seemed that the only one in the squad that hadn't gone crazy on the weapons department was Zak, as he merely had a high caliber pistol strapped to his waist, and a silenced SMG currently going through the wonderful stages of disassembling and reassembling of the gun known as cleaning.

"Hey Lieutenant, you sure you gonna be ok on this mission with your foot?" Questioned Louis from behind him, honestly Tristan couldn't tell if he was teasing, or if he was genuinely concerned.

"A little stinging in my little toe isn't going to hinder me corporal, although I suppose it may be a detriment to _you_ completing the mission!" he said dryly.

Louis snorted, "You kidding me, a VIP extraction mission? Against the Turians no less, why I'm sure I could do this by myself, blindfolded, without armor, and with a hand tied behind my back!"

"Yeah well let me know how that works for you in the long run genius", Tristan said exasperated

"Believe me, he wouldn't need to remind you", Emily interjected from her perch atop a workbench, "He'd just blow up the whole town and VIP included, you'd _Feel_ how it works before he tells you".

"Yeah maybe so, but at least I'd actually get a decent amount of dead Turian in the process. What'd you do? Sit in a tree and kill three that are stupid enough to walk two feet in front of you?" he shouted right back, though Tristan could tell it wasn't in anger, rather fake bravado.

"Check yourself Flourence, remember who it was who saved your ass back at the Turian armor field", she reminded him sternly, and rolling her eyes at his rather unarticulated comeback.

Louis again opened his mouth to respond, but it was Sarkon who stopped him this time, "Enough Louis, she's got you beat; remember I was there watching you praise her to the heavens for saving your no good hide!" Louis snorted and muttered something incomprehensible, but in the end he just walked off to where the explosives were stored as he shook his head.

Eyeing Sarkon Tristan asked, "Was it really that bad? Way I hear it there was only one Turian about to gun down Louis?"

Sarkon shrugged her shoulders replying, "Maybe so, but you know the private Lieutenant; he would have fought tooth and nail with Emily for the rest of the week, joke or not".

Sighing Tristan gave and exasperated nod of agreement as he strapped several frag grenades to his vest, "I suppose so, still I didn't think you'd be the one to strike him down so quickly".

"You're kidding me Lieutenant? I've been itching for the past week to put "Mr. High and Mighty's" ego down a few notches. He's hard enough to work with as it is, after blowing that army field to the heavens he acts like his presence is a gift from the forerunners themselves", she said simply, twitching her mandibles in slight irritation.

Nodding Tristan focused more on Sarkon's armaments, always slightly amazed at the load the comparatively small Sangheili was able to carry into battle. He gave a short whistle as he realized the firepower she was intent on packing.

"You sure that beast is necessary?" he questioned gesturing to the massive rectangular weapon strapped to her back.

She gave a Sangheili smile replying, "Ah the Spartan Laser Anti Vehicle Cannon, capable of punching a hole through any tank or APC this side of the galaxy, you know me Lieutenant; I never leave home without it!"

Deciding that he was done trying to make sense of his soldiers' antics Tristan merely waved her away and turned to address the entire squad, "Alright Rangers, if everyone is packed and ready for our little adventure we're moving out!" Getting an assortment of agreements and assent to his words Tristan shouldered his rifle and moved to step out of the door; he was blocked. In the doorway stood Maras, dressed in the black armor of a ranger, amber eyes queerly staring into his.

Tristan hadn't seen her since they had arrived at the mountain range; she carried herself differently after the disaster. Her usual carefree and almost arrogant stance was replaced with a more humble quiet one. Her shoulders and head were lowered, her entire body taking on a subdued quality. However, that didn't account for her eyes: they were alight with fire. He also took careful note that she was wearing the black fitted armor of a ranger.

"Captain Maras?" Tristan both asked and stated as he gazed up at her.

"Lieutenant Jones", she replied, "I was made aware of the nature of your squad's assignment and, as a native of Chi Bi, and I shall be your guide to rescue the governor."

Tristan stood quite surprised, as he gazed at Maras, unsure how to respond. In a way she had already proved herself to him, but on the other she remained a captain of a volunteer unit and as such he wasn't completely sure she could handle this type of task.

Looking to his squad for support he responded, "Captain Maras, while I have no doubt of your ability or knowledge I'm sure you know that myself and my squad will manage quite fine on our own, this mission is much more…delicate than the last and I can't have any unknown factors jeopardizing it."

She seemed to take it in stride not breaking her stare at him, "I thought you would say that Lieutenant, but you see my presence was ordered by Captain McHenery; your current CO. I believe his exact words regarding me were 'a strategic resource that shouldn't be overlooked in times as tenuous as these'".

Realizing he didn't have a legitimate argument to her words Tristan merely said, "Very well Captain, but remember my orders remain the same: you stay the hell behind me and my squad as we do what we need to do", with that he brushed past her and motioned for the rest of the squad to follow, they did, looking queerly but silently up to Maras as she passed. She herself was about to move on before a black armored arm slammed into her midsection, stopping her.

Zak stood before her openly glaring at her as he said, "Listen carefully Kresharak for I will say this once. You may have obtained the Lieutenant's trust", he motioned behind him with his other hand, "But you do not have mine. If you do anything to endanger this squad or this mission I swear to every conceivable deity in the Universe that I will make it my mission in life that your career in the military is over", he finished his tirade looking her over, seemingly unfazed by the fact that the Sangheili towered above him nearly half again his size.

She responded leaning down and hissing in his face, "Crystal Lieutenant", she snapped her mandibles in his face for close measure as she removed his arm and moved down the hall to rejoin the squad.

Soon enough the squad had all clambered onto a repurposed pelican designed at the Great War's end. Simply reinforced with stronger plating and over shields, these newer Pelicans were designed to withstand direct deployment in heavily contested zones; their plating and shields may not last forever, but it was enough to save many a squad of soldiers fighting the Covenant Remnant.

Tristan stood apart from the squad watching as they settled in; eventually the pilot gave the ok, and with a short burst of fire from the thrusters, lifted off from the firebase. He then turned to Maras who was watching intently the rapidly retreating mountains as they rocketed past the many camps and vessels outward beyond the destruction of Lou Yang's valley.

"So tell me Captain, what exactly is your purpose here", he asked.

"I grew up in these villages, I know about everything you could expect to know about them; official and otherwise", she paused going on to say, "The village the Governor landed in, Chi Bi, was the town I went to school, my parents were some of the original founders of it along with several humans. Suffice it to say I know the nooks and crannies we'll be able to sneak around through to get to the Governor and his entourage as quickly and quietly as possible, the sort of areas that don't show up on a hologram".

Tristan snorted as she said 'quietly'. He pointed to Sarkon (or more specifically the massive weapon strapped to her back), "You think that's indicative of a 'quiet' op? Sure I don't deny that knowledge will be useful, but you can expect there to be plenty of noise from us; I hope you packed accordingly".

"I'll be able to handle myself Lieutenant", she said simply, ending the short conversation and leaving him standing their awkwardly.

"You know, I never thanked you for saving my life, back at the Turian camp I mean", he said suddenly, surprising Maras.

"Don't mention it Lieutenant, it's what good soldiers do", Tristan noted to his confusion she stared pointedly at Zak while she said this; Zak himself ignoring her and focusing on the holopad he had in his hands.

Ignoring this he continued, "Regardless I wouldn't be standing here if it wasn't for you, so you have my thanks", he ended awkwardly extending his hand, she glanced at it for a second or two then reached down and gently shook it.

"Anyway, I suppose we should start the briefing with Captain McHenery", as Tristan said this he moved to the center of the small area, where a holo projector was situated. Within a few seconds he had the device running with a smooth purr, and eventually the form of Captain McHenery dominated the center of the Pelican.

Looking about the Pelican McHenery nodded to his satisfaction and began the debrief, "Rangers as you are aware your mission is to rescue a downed VIP and their staff at the town of Chi Bi. This man, Governor Dong Zhou, represents a significant breach of the Cole Protocol, we don't believe the Turian remnant forces left to assail the village know who they are going after, but I can assure you that his or any of his staffs' capture is unacceptable", pausing McHenery was replaced with a map of Chi Bi, a central building glowing gold surrounded by red, "The last reports we had received from the Governor's security detail have informed us that they and the few militia squads at Chi Bi were holed up in the town's courthouse seen here. While this building is the most defensible structure within the town the amount of Turians and the firepower they are packing will breach the Governor's minimal defenses soon, therefore it is imperative that you Rangers arrive and extract the Governor as quickly as possible".

"Excuse me Captain", Emily interrupted McHenery, "But if what the reports say are accurate and there really are six thousand Turians surrounding the village any attempt to reach the courthouse would see us slaughtered. How do you expect us to reach the man?"

"A fair question", the Captain admitted, "While you and the rest of your squad touch down outside of Chi Bi, four brigades of marines, armor and strike craft will attack the rear of the Turian's encirclement. This should take off most of the pressure, if I were to guess the Turians would remove all but the minimal amount of soldiers to repel the attack, and I can assure you that these fanatic Turians will not surrender, their unidentified commanders have instilled them with a zeal that denies reason, their horribly outnumbered units in the mountains throw themselves at our camps, intent on doing as much damage as they can", his words were foreboding, and filled with a dark edge to them, "In any case Rangers, you will be dropped off at the southernmost tip of Chi Bi; a small forest only about fifty meters from the outskirts of the village, from there you shall make with all haste to the courthouse with Maras providing direction".

Tristan glanced across the room, silently observing his squad and Maras as they mulled over the plan, to his pleasure they seemed to agree with it.

"Very well Captain we will have the governor within the hour", Tristan stated resolutely.

"Very good Lieutenant, however I warn you that the capture or of the Governor or any of his staff is unacceptable", the Captain paused, "And if their seizure takes place the 3rd wing in orbit will bomb the city of Chi Bi to the ground, the action is regrettable, but the Cole Protocol is quite clear in its directive".

Tristan swallowed heavily as the words passed the Captain's lips, knowing full well the UNSC would do well on their promise; it had occurred plenty of times during the Great War.

"Understood Captain, the Rangers will not fail", he assured confidently.

McHenery smiled and saluted Tristan, "I didn't doubt it for a second Lieutenant, see you on the other side soldier", Tristan saluted and McHenery promptly terminated the connection.

Turning Tristan regarded the five pairs of eyes glued to him, "Alright D squad, let's get ready".

It was only about thirty minutes later that the armored Pelican quickly flew by the encircled town of Lou Yang, if one were to look out of the cockpit they would be faintly be able to make out the blues and purples of plasma intermingled with the reds of energized light flashing from the central building out into the streets and alleys below; it looked like hell, the entire town engulfed with smoke and fire, hundreds of Turians the size of ants milling this way and that. And then the pilot saw it, from the roof of one of the outlying buildings untouched by the flames consuming the entire town, two white smoke trails; missiles chasing the vessel.

The bird shaped ship gave a great chase, launching itself into different directions as it tried to avoid the missiles, but it was to no avail as the two white streaks slowly but surely homed in on their target.

"MOVE RANGERS, MOVE!" Screamed Tristan as the transport jostled and shook after being struck, blaring alarms ringing in the small vessel. "We're leaving now!" grabbing a several parachutes from a storage cabinet he threw one to Maras and Zak, the other two grabbing their own, and strapped it on striding over to the rear launch bay to jump.

"Alright, the pilot is gonna keep this bird in the air as long as he can, but it's not gonna make it to our original destination we're going in now, the minute that door opens you jump and pull the cord after ten seconds, we'll regroup after we touch down", whatever else Tristan was going to say was silenced by the sudden opening of the launch bay, the doors revealing the plains hundreds of meters below them. Then, just as quickly as the doors open the six soldiers leaped from Pelican, spreading their limbs and expertly controlling their descent, well at least the Rangers were; Maras looked more like she was desperately trying to fly. After several of seconds the cords were pulled and the descent calmed, the soldiers slowly gliding down, just several dozen meters away from the forest they planned to touch down in.

As he roughly rolled to the ground Tristan activated his com system, keying in to the five other soldiers, "Status?!" He roughly coughed.

"Ranger-2, reporting in", stated Zak simply.

"Ranger-3 Scrapes and Bruises, but I'm fine", reported Emily.

"Ranger-4, I think some of my explosives got separated from me", moaned Louis.

"Ranger-5, on target and on my way to your position", said Sarkon quickly.

"Captain Maras Kresharak, scarred for life and probably going to have nightmares about that, but I'm not dead."

"Alright, everybody fall in; we move into the town in ten", Commanded Tristan, he quickly got a series of replies.

In short order the five other soldiers made their way to the small hill overlooking Chi Bi that Tristan landed on. Kneeling down among the soldiers Tristan gave out his orders, "Alright soldiers, as you can probably tell the 4th, 5th and 6th brigades of the 3rd wing have already started the attack on the Turian position outside of the town", he motioned to the cacophony of explosions, screams, fire and streaks of lighting going back and forth across the plains, "As such we're moving into the Town and extracting the Governor and his staff. The last contact we had with them was right before the Turians moved in, since then something they've deployed has jammed the radio connection we had, however we can assume that their defenses are about to fall. It seems the Turians are dead set on gaining hostages, probably for negotiations leverage, that said we're getting moving right now", he stopped in his stream of orders motioning for Maras to take over, and she did striding over to take his place in the center.

Activating a projected hologram from her armor's wrist interface she began, "The courthouse that the Governor is hiding in happens to be completely surrounded by Turian units, therefore a direct attempt to breach it would be approaching suicide, and I don't know about you but I plan on living for the foreseeable future", she paused, focusing the hologram on a larger building directly on the outskirts of the town, "This building here is our ticket to the Governor. It is the police station for the town and has a tunnel built under it that leads directly to the Courthouse, for transporting more unsavory beings and for ensuring that the authorities could secure the officials of the town in times of crisis. So, it should be a simple job of getting to the police station, locating the hidden tunnel entrance and getting the Governor the hell out of dodge. Any questions?" she was greeted by blank looks and silence.

It was Tristan who broke the silence, "Let's move Rangers."

As quickly as they landed and assembled the Squad floated down the small hillock, activating their camo as they saw several Turians milling about at the outside of their destination. In short order they arrived at the edge of the town; just in time for their camo to die out, of course they were right in front of a Turian patrol.

"Camo is gonna fail!" Tristan shouted over the com, so in short order the six soldiers leveled their guns and fired; the turians either being filled with several large holes or getting cooked alive by either plasma or lasers. As soon as their bodies dropped to the dust the six soldiers dashed into the shallow ditch they were looking out from, leveled their guns on the five turians now running their way and unleashed even more fury upon them.

Tristan grimaced as he depressed the trigger to his assault rifle, three short bursts of red light flaring out and melting their way into a Turian taking cover behind a small pile of rubble; it wasn't nearly good enough cover. Shifting his gaze, he honed his sights on the final Turian that was part of the initial guards that was until the being dropped to the ground, a hole cut clean through his helmet. Looking around the man was greeted only by relative silence; save for the awful cacophony taking place only several hundred meters away on the other side of the town.

"Well that's not how I would have like for this to go", he said dejectedly, "We better move before more squads get here, I suspect we don't have much time before this place is crawling with whatever reserve the Turians have", agreeing with him the Rangers and Maras quickly shouldered their weapons and climbed out of the small ditch, activated camo again and raced to the squat brick building that composed the police station.

Nodding to Maras she kicked down the door in short order and the squad rushed into the blackened room, guns raised and prepared to neutralize any threats; luckily the entranceway was empty.

"At ease soldiers", Tristan commanded as he noted that very thing. Turning to Maras he questioned, "Alright, where is this passageway of yours?"

She moved over and opened the door to what appeared to be an empty armory, dozens of gun racks and empty ammunition cases ringing the small room. Moving to the edge of the room she fidgeted with one of the gun racks until it slid to the side and revealed a titanium doorway cutting into the room's walls. After a short period of time with a console directly to the left of the door, Maras slid the door open with a slight hiss and stood back.

Walking forward Tristan gazed down the steel stairway that led down a slight distance before sharply careening off forward, deep into the town.

"Ok, this is what I want: Maras, Zak and I will go down and secure the Governor, the rest of you stay here and prevent the Turians from following us, and when I give the word you make for all hell to the forest at the edge of town."

"And if we're overrun?" asked Sarkon.

"Go down the tunnel and seal it behind you, then destroy the building, I'm assuming you're capable of that", it was not a question.

Louis nodded and immediately ran to the other of the room, laying explosives from his pack as he went.

Looking back at the other two Tristan gave a sharp nod and quickly descended down the short stairwell.

* * *

><p>Captain Lu Bu ducked under a fallen pillar as a plethora of alien projectiles soared overhead, slamming into the brick wall behind him, showering him with dust and debris. Groaning to himself in desperation he hesitantly gazed over his impromptu cover, noting the bodies of his comrades dotting the room; with a significantly smaller number of Turian bodies. He didn't get to see more as the squad of Turians that were currently causing him his heartache noticed his movements and sent a wave of suppressive fire down upon his location. Growling in rage he opened the com channels and sent out a message, "All units this is Captain Lu Bu, I am pinned down by a squad of Turians directly in front of the Governor Zhou's panic room. I repeat: the Governor is in eminent danger!" Finally, after what seemed like an age to the harassed man, a response came.<p>

"I hear you loud and clear Captain Lu Bu, on my way", as soon as the voice cut the connection Lu Bu noted movement on the second floor directly above him, quickly followed by three crisp shots ringing out into the entranceway, and cutting into three of the eight turians, forcing the rest to scramble for cover.

Looking up to his savior Lu Bu wasn't at all surprised to see his second in command, Lieutenant Zhang Liao and his two soldiers spreading out and covering him. Taking the opportunity, Lu Bu pulled himself to his feet and after signaling to the three men, he hightailed it to the staircase, highly aware of cacophony of sounds taking place behind him. As he slid under several conveniently placed metal crates Lu Bu noted that one of Liao's men fell to the ground, his armor pierced in four different spots.

"Damn it!" Liao cried, moving to aid the man.

"Don't!" interjected Lu bu. "He's already dead, and we'll be next soon."

Grimly accepting it Liao nodded and turned to hesitantly regard the floor below them, keenly aware of how quiet it had gotten.

"What of the western defenses?" Lu Bu queried.

"Gone", Liao replied simply, not looking up, "Turians rolled up with something mighty big and just blew down the wall, lost six good men in the first explosion, another four as we fell back. What happened to your squad?"

"Magic user", he answered with disgust, motioning to the torn bodies of several of his soldiers, "Walked right in and took our fire like it was nothing, the sent us flying back allowing about a dozen of the pigs to fill into the room, most of my boys died to them, but several were obliterated by the magic user." Their conversation was interrupted by the Turians opening fire again, and the sound of boots ringing across the marble floor below them.

"We either hold them here or we die Liao, the minute they get past this chokepoint the Governor's dead!"

"What did you have in mind", the man shouted back as he sighted a Turian dashing for cover in his sights, the poor sod didn't make it very far.

"You and your man keep them busy, I've got a plan", Liao didn't respond, he merely turned and motioned for his soldier to take a position farther away from him, then continued to lay suppressive fire upon the squad with his assault rifle.

Glad for the chance he was given, Lu Bu rolled to the left, ducked behind a still standing pillar, and then gazed down upon the first floor. It truly was chaos, dozens of bodies littered the ground, three of the ten pillars holding up the ceiling had fallen to the ground, and the entire area was littered with spent shell casings, debris, and blood; be it human or alien. However, Lu Bu looked beyond all that and focused on the battle; checking to ensure the Turian's focus was an Zhang and his man Lu Bu continued his run to the left, all the way to the other staircase which he threw himself down at a breakneck speed.

Counting his lucky stars that the Turians still hadn't noticed him he crouched behind one of the fallen pillars and slowly inched his way along the floor, sneaking behind the Turian's backs. As he reached the edge he slowly raised himself and pulled a small grey cylinder from his pack which, after he pulled the pin at the top, threw at three of the Turians clumped together the furthest away from him. As soon as his fingers left the grenade his hands flew back to his assault rifle, which he promptly leveled and unleashed before turned turians. One went down in short order, his armor crumpling under the chemically propelled rounds, another was taken out by combined fire by Zhang and his man as it turned to face Lu Bu and the final three were sent flying in pieces after the grenade detonated in a blast of smoke and shrapnel.

However Lu Bu's relief was quickly stomped upon as he turned to gaze out to the street side, greeted by the din of even more Turian squads shouting orders and running up the small staircase to the courthouse.

Preparing himself for their fire Lu Bu hunkered down, reloaded his rifle with his last magazine, and prepared his side arm and plasma knife. He was rewarded in short order as the Turians threw in a trio of grenades into the room, which promptly exploded with a horrendously bright light and screeching noise.

Falling back against the pillar, Lu Bu was aware of nothing else but those two things for a long, long time. Then, he prepared himself for death.

Frantically noting the sound of small arms fire, and low grad explosions behind the wall Tristan motioned for Maras to the open the wall posthaste. In short order it slid open, revealing the trio to light for the first time in many minutes.

Guns raised they raced through the door, their HUDs instantly informing them of the Turians infesting the room. Before any of them could react the three rangers unleashed a hail of fire, the laser and plasma of Tristan's and Maras' weapons melting straight through the armor of them, and Zak's rounds quickly burrowing holes into their weaker sections; the armpits and the seams connecting helmet to torso. In a flash five of the aliens were little more than bags of meat, to the Turians credit they reformed quickly, dashing to cover and splitting up to flank the outnumbered Rangers. However, before they could even get off a single shot all three soldiers cloaked, and in short order one upped the Turians; flanking them and killing them. At the end of it twelve Turian soldiers fell to the cold, hard ground, their remaining comrades breaking ranks and falling back outside of the courthouse. It was a good start.

"Lieutenant!" Called Zak from behind Tristan, "Lieutenant, we have a live one".

Jogging over to where the man was standing Tristan viewed the sorry state of a man he was referring to. The man's black and grey armor was in poor repair, scratches and small holes dotting the suit. The man's either didn't have a helmet or it had been blown off; his entire face was ringed in dirt and grime as if he'd been fighting for days. However, despite all that just from looking at the man Tristan knew from the way he held himself, injured and exhausted as he was, that he was a well-trained soldier and an expert killer.

As the mysterious man groggily pulled himself to his feet looking about the room and his newfound saviors, "You UNSC?" he asked groggily.

Looking to his two comrades in the room Tristan replied, "UNSC Rangers, D-Squad, Lieutenant Tristan Jones", motioning to himself, "You Governor Zhou's security I presume."

"Ai, Captain Lu Bu, private security forces."

"Uh-ha", huffed Tristan as he casually glanced up to the second floor balcony, "I'm assuming you have the authority to tell those two men up there to lower their guns before we have and accident?"

Looking surprised for only a half second the Asian man quickly hid his surprise and shouted over across the room, "Liao, either lower those guns or the Turians won't be our only problem." A response didn't come from the presumed humans, but the small red dots on the Rangers' HUDS faded to a cool blue color; indicating a non-hostile stance.

"Well, now that we overcame that little snag we need to know where the Governor and his staff are; we're extracting them from Chi Bi, now."

"Don't need to tell me twice", agreed the Captain, struggling over to balcony while motioning the rangers to follow him, "When the thrice damned governor decided to get the hell out of dodge he of course made the wise decision to fly his bloody private yacht right in front of a goddamned Turian vessel, ever since that wonderful encounter I've had to deal with my men dying left and right", he paused growing somber, "I had sixty good friends when we crash landed in Chi Bi, I only have nineteen now." He paused for a second to command Zhang Liao and his soldier to stand guard.

The Rangers were silent during the short walk, traversing the trashed halls of the courthouse before reaching two large steel doors, latched to the walls and floors with what appeared to be titanium bars.

Tristan whistled, "This didn't come with the Courthouse, Governor that paranoid eh?"

Lu Bu merely grunted as he tapped the password to open the door on a console to the left. The door opened with the titanium bars sliding away, allowing the massive doors to creak open.

Instantly locating the massively fat man at the center of the room Tristan walked over and pulled the beast of a human to his feet.

"Governor Zhou, Lieutenant Tristan Jones, UNSC Rangers, we're here to get you and your people out of here." The man gazed up at Tristan, his small beady eyes sizing him up, and it looked as if his entire massive body was jiggling as if he was shaking.

"WELL IT'S ABOUT DAMN TIME YOU USELESS PIGS!" he shouted with all his fury, spit flying from his mouth, "Where they hell have you useless dogs been?! Do you have any idea how long I've been stuck in this god forsaken town, why I've nearly run out of supplies! I could have starved to death!"

Tristan stepped back, taken away by the tirade pouring from the Governor, he looked around the room trying to find support from its inhabitants, but they all either looked away or pretended that nothing was happening. The Governor continued.

"And I'll let you know that I lost two of my favorite concubines when my yacht was destroyed, and that's another thing; you UNSC fools are paying for that too! Lord knows I pay enough in taxes for the defense budget, little good it does now eh?!" the man was rapidly approaching what seemed to break a gasket , standing up on his small legs and poking a sausage like finger in Tristan's helmet

Tristan had just about enough with the ignorant man's antics at this point, he had read the rather interesting dossier regarding the Governor, but he hadn't assumed he would be this hostile to UNSC presence.

"Governor Zhou, I will forgive your words as you are clearly quite distressed after the events of the past few weeks", he began in an irritated tone, "But, if you continue to insult my men and myself in such a manner I will not be so lenient. Now if you would please you and your staff has to evacuate before the Turians attack again."

The Governor seemed to ignore everything Tristan said, fixating only on the part where he accused him of insulting the UNSC, "WHY you presumptuous fool! Do you have any idea who I am?! I am the Governor of Shanxi; I could have your head for such words!" looking past Tristan he barked at Lu Bu "Captain Lu Bu, remove these dogs from my presence, they have the audacity to insult my pristine name!"

Sighing that it had come to this, Tristan signaled to Zak and Maras to take a hostile stance. In a flash Tristan pulled out his side arm and dragged the Governor to his side, knocking him unconscious.

"ALRIGHT, LISTEN TO ME VERY CAREFULLY!" Tristan roared to the guards now leveling their weapons on him and his squad and the staff members cowering behind several more guards. "We are leaving this town right now! There is a small tunnel leading to the outskirts of the town guarded by three of my Rangers, we're going to evac there right now!" Tristan looked across the room, the guards kept their hostile stance, though a few visibly began to question the Governor's orders. Finally, after what seemed like an eternity Lu Bu ordered them to stand down, with a short gesture with his hand to the side.

Tristan smiled inside his helmet and began to issue orders, "Very good people, alright I want half of the guards up front, led by my rangers, then the civvies, and finally the other half of the guard bringing up the rear. Captain Lu Bu, I want you to take the rear guard with my Sergeant Zak Saris."

Lu Bu gave his assent and shortly afterward the room erupted into movement with the odd ten or so civilians being herded into a tight nit circle, surrounded by eighteen guards. However, just as the party was about to exit the doors Tristan frowned putting, receiving communication from Emily back at the police station.

"_Err, Lieutenant sorry to interrupt you, but we're about to be overrun; turians brought several tanks with them. Suffice to say evac through this tunnel is gonna be rather impossible", _Emily went quiet for several seconds as Tristan heard the tell-tale noise of gunfire in the background_, "sorry about that, anyway Louis Sarkon and I are about to blow the station and head to the courthouse, orders?"_

Silently considering how they were going to get the civvies to safety Tristan was interrupted by Lu Bu's frantic screaming.

"Lieutenant Jones, we need to go now! The Turians are back and are pushing back my men at the southern entrance; they have three of their magic users!"

"May God have mercy on us all…"

**A/N ugg, writer's block you are the worst thing in the world! As usual I'm sorry that this took notably longer than I wanted to get to you guys, I actually just spammed most of it out this weekend cuz midterms were kind of a thing. Anyway I'll have the rest of the Rangers' short arch over in the next chapter, and you'll finally get to see what happens when the STG goes head to head with the UNSC. Until then I again ask you to review, review, review; it really motivates me, even if it's criticism. Till then –JoetheHighlord out **


	13. Story Update

Ladies and Gentlemen, it's time we faced some hard truths and talked about some uncomfortable facts. I suppose the biggest elephant in the room is that I haven't updated this story in a very long time, and while I don't really have an excuse for that I will say that life is all consuming, and writing a fictional story in someone else's universe wasn't exactly at the top of my priorities for the past few months. That said this still isn't an update, and I'm afraid there isn't going to be an update for some time. Now, before you get angry at me (or cheer from the high heavens) let me explain my reasoning. To put it lightly: this story is a steaming pile of dog shit.

I've actually had that feeling for a great deal of time now, and I felt the best thing to do with Conquerors was to just take a couple weeks off and return to it with more detailed notes and a clearer mind. The more and more I think about it however, I realize that no amount of time off or planning is going to reverse the dung heap I wrote myself into. I allowed myself to fall into a lot of Fanfic and first Contact troupes (never mind the godawful grammar and characters), and those troupes have severely hampered the way I want this story to progress, and even after going back and trying to rewrite some of the later chapters I realized that simply wouldn't be enough to make me satisfied with this story.

So, what does this all mean is suppose some of you are wondering? Well, if you enjoyed this story don't worry; I will be updating it and it is my number one priority that I plan to complete. That said, Conquerors is going to undergo a complete rewrite starting at Chapter one and continuing from there. The core plotline will remain the same, (sorry for those of you who don't like Bruttianus), but I will be removing all the superfluous bullshit that hindered the storyline and I'm try to shy away from the usual troupes that plague fanfic and particularly the First Contact War stories.

In regards to the future of the story and how you guys can help I am looking for two major things.

One. If you have any major grievances to the story (other than grammar and stuff in that category) please take the time to leave a review and tell me what you think I should do differently this time around. This community truly is fantastic, and I have always taken your opinions very seriously, though I'll admit I acted a bit stubbornly as Conquerors is my first story and I wanted to believe it was perfect. One caveat is the main plotline won't be changing too drastically, and Bruttianus will still be the main antagonist. He'll be less evil villany than he was previously, but he and his plots will still be the focal point of the story.

Second. I'm looking for a good beta to edit my stories. I do proofread my own stories, but I'll be the first to admit that I usually miss quite a lot when it comes to the grammar spectrum of things. Of course, as beta you'd also have more say than normal on the general writing style, and please feel free to address me on any points of the story that you think are just god awful.

So anyway, if this was too long and you didn't read the core of what I have to say is that Conquerors is shit, I want to fix it, but I need your help, so please review and tell what you think I should change. Assuming everything works out the first chapter of the revised Conquerors will be coming out within the next two weeks, and I promise that this time I will never take more than a month between updates.

Finally, thanks to all those who stuck through me through this story so far and thank you for keeping up with my antics. While I do admit I write the story because I enjoy to, and there's a story in my head I want to tell, there'd be no one to read it without you guys, so you all have my eternal gratitude taking the time to see what I have to say.

-JoetheHighlord


End file.
